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PROLOGUE 


On AN evening just after the eiid of the summer term at Ox- 
ford, Detective-Inspector Ringwood, of Scotland Yard, and 
Miss Clare Liddicote were sitting on after their dinner in a 
window of the MitrC Hotel. What had just passed between 
them was of no interest, perhaps, to anyone else ; but it was 
all the world to them. They sat there quite oblivious of their 
surroundings. 

By degrees they became aware of a waiter standing by 
them ^nd coughing in a marked manner. He had, to judge 
by his expression, been coughing for some time. They loosed 
hands. 

‘Mr Ringwood, sir? Telephone call for you, sir.’ 

‘But Fm - Fm engaged.* He suddenly blushed, and spoke 
peremptorily to cover it. ‘Ask them to ring me bapk later, 
will you?* He returned to the object of his contempla- 
tion. 

‘It*s the pleece, sir,’ said the waiter with a kind of siern 
sympathy. ‘They said it was urgent.’ 

‘Well, look Tell them to hold on a minute, will you? 

I’ll come presently.’ He turned again to Clare. ‘Anyhow, 
darling, if it’s a case nowy I won’t take it on. RathejP than 
that. I’ll leave the Force.* 

‘Yes, do. Or, no, let me be a policeman too. I’ll spoor 
them as gently as any sucking dove Besides, Fm fright- 

fully good at worming confidences out of women.’ 

‘Shame on you, you ought to be panting to hear all my 
confidences, l^till, Fll have to take the call, I suppose.’ He 
sprang to his feet. ‘ Come and help me telephone. I still have 
to see you to believe in you.’ 

She rose to her feet, her fair head not quite level with his 
shoulder, and he shepherded her out of the room with a 
hand under her elbow. 
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‘ Love’s young dream, eh?’ said the fat Birmingham tour- 
ist at the table by the door. 

‘ I wouldn’t know,’ sniffed his«iron-faced wife. ‘ Not having 
enjoyed your opportunities.’ 

‘ Hallo ! Sorry to have kept you waiting. Richard Ring- 

wood here Yes, Detective-Inspector Ringwood, but I’m 

on leave.... WAalJ*... Come round to the station?... I’m 
sorry, but you know I’m on leave. I’ve got ... I mean I am 

engaged this evening Sorry ! Could you say that again ? 

... No, I can’t possibly. Won’t to-morrow do?... Strictly 
speaking, I’m on leave, you know. What is it, anyhow?... 
That’s very unusual, isn’t it?... Whose baby is it?..,. John 
Link^Sy did you say?... What college?... Good God! How 
awful ! . . . Yes, I know him ; actually, he was up with me. I 
say, would you hold the line for a second and I’ll see what I 
can manage ? . . . Sure you don’t mind ? . . . I’ll ring you back 
if you’d, rather. . . . Very good of you.’ 

He put his hand over the receiver and spoke rapidly to 
Clar?. 

‘‘Look, darling, this is rather serious. A baby’s been kid- 
napped. The father’s a man I know, not that that ought to 
make any difference, still . . . He’s a Fellow now. It’s a fright- 
fully young baby, and it may die if we don’t get it back to its 
mothCr quickly.’ 

‘Oh, dear, how awful ! But why can’t they get it back?’ 

Richard laughed ruefully. 

‘Apparently all the local detectives have gone to Coventry 
to recover bicycles pinched from the citizens, and all the 
local bobbies are bu.sy pinching the citizens’ bicycles for be- 
ing left about in the road. It’s their perennial problem, you 
know. They called in the Yard, and the Yard - blast them ! 
- told them to apply to me, knowing the place and being on 
the spot.’ 

‘On it and in it,’ she said sadly. ‘Oh, dear ! Poor us.’ 

‘ I know, darling. But poor John Link. And I do feci 
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specially anxious not to let down the human race just now. 
One wants to deserve you.’ 

‘Richard, dear^ it’s quite the oth^r way round. But of 
course you’re right. Look, couldn’t you get them to come 
round here and see you ? Even not letting down the human 
race,’ she added, ‘one must keep soms sense of proportion, 
mustn’t one ? ’ 

Richard accordingly proposed that arrangement; it 
seemed to be unwelcome, judging by the flood of argument 
that ensued, but he won his point. 

‘You see,’ said Clare when he had finished, ‘perhaps we 
could coax them into letting me come round with you a bit, 
don’t you think? And co-operating when you’re investigat- 
ing things.’ 

‘You’re the only thing I want to investigate just now. 
Investigate? A very vile phrase. No, contemplate ! * 

No time Richard could have gained would have seemed 
much use for his purpose, but he had no sense of any time 
having passed at all when he was overtaken by the arrival of 
the police, lliey had ascertained the bare facts of the«case. 
The missing baby was a girl of six weeks old. Its mother, 
Mrs Link, had last seen her child quietly asleep in a peram- 
bulator in the front garden of their house at 50 Merton 
Street, at ten minutes to five, when she had peeped out to 
make sure all was well before going to a room at the back of 
the house on the first floor, where she entertaineefa woman 
friend to tea. There were no servants, and the father, John 
Link, was away at a conference in London. 

Mrs Link liad been twice interrupted at tea-time - by a 
stranger who came into the house without ringing, and by a 
gipsy who had knocked at the back door. Mrs Link had not 
accompanied cither of these strangers past the perambulator 
and off the premises. The bedclothes in the perambulator 
had not been stolen. 

When Richard asked whether any of the regular criminals 
on the books were in Oxford at present, he was told that 
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none had been reported, except one bogus company director 
who did not appear to be promoting any companies. 

‘Well!’ he said. ‘Itlooks as if I’d better go along now. I 
don’t need any help to-night. Can you let me have a spare 
man and a car first thing to-morrow?’ 

They promised to do what they could and went away with 
suitable expressions of gratiti'de and relief. Richard turned 
to Clare. 

'It’s nine o’clock. I’m going down to 50 Merton Street 
straight away. There’s no time to be lost if we’re going to get 
this baby back alive. Are you coming?’ 

‘Certainly,’ she said. ‘Thanks to helping Daddy with his 
county history, I can take shorthand notes and read them 
afterwards. I bet you can only take shorthand notes.’ 



Thursday 


CHAPTER ONE 

Twelve hours before, about nine o’clock on that same 
Thursday, John and Perpetua Link were sitting at breakfast.^ 
She was in her late twenties, he in his early thirties; she 
dark, pale, and pretty in an earnest and bony style; he a 
fading blond Adonis, with a look of anxious amiability. He 
was an Oxford philosophy don and she had been his first 
womsin pupil. They had been married for nearly five 
years. 

Their baby, Perdita, was wailing with piteous determina- 
tion from her perambulator in the front garden, and they 
both kept glancing out of the window nervously. 

‘Do you think she’s all right?’ asked John, handing his 
wife a cereal packet. (‘Don’t forget your Bemax, you know 
you need a lot of Vitamin B.’) 

She carefully measured it out in a tablespoon as* she 
replied : 

‘ I looked at her just before we sat down. She’s quite dry 
and she had a good feed, and the^e are no signs of wind. I’m 
simply longing to pick her up, of course, but you know what 
Mary Reed said. She’s got to be taught at once td deal with 
things lierselfy or she’ll run the risk of nervous fears later. Oh, 
dear, I do wish it was time to feed her again.’ 

‘You think it’s some emotional trouble that’s making her 
cry like that?* 

‘Well, it can’t be physical, can it? If she’s dry and ~ -’ 

‘She couldn’t be sickening for something?’ 

‘Oh, no, John, I don’t think so. I took her temperature 
and it was ninety-eight point two, and she had a good feed at 
six. Should I take it again at ten, do you think?’ 

‘No. I’m sure that’s conclusive. It must be emotional. All 
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the same she does sound pathetic. Don’t you think just this 
once-?* 

The wailing suddenl stopped and both parents looked 
much relieved. 

‘There!’ said Perpetua. ‘Arc-^'ou ready for your tea, 
dear? She did something so clever lliis morning. I must tell 
you. When I was giving her her six o’clock Iced, she knew 
when she’d finished one side. And, do you know, she prac 
tically asked to be moved over to the other. (In licr own way, 
of course.) I do think that’s a sign of intelligence, don’t you ’ 

‘Well, she ought to be intelligent, oughtn’t slie?’ said 
John reasonably. ‘1 mean, you’re the most intelligent 
woman I know, and I ~ well. I’ve not made much of mark 
yet, I know', but still — ’ 

‘Don’t be silly, dear. You can’t be an Oxford don w'itiiout 
being intelligent. And look at the review's of your book. As 
for me, you know perfectly well that I owe my First to you.’ 

‘Darling!’ he said fondly but vaguely across the table. 
'(Could you put another slice in the toaster?) But look, 
what.I was going to say was : If Perdita shows signs of being 
very intelligent - and I think she does, don’t you ? ’ 

‘ I should say so I * she replied emphatically. ‘ Why, look 
how she screamed that day the bath-water was too hot.’ 

‘Yes,’ he replied doubtfully. “Well, as I was going to say, 
if so, We ought to put her down for some good schools straight 
away, ou^tn’t we? She’d repay gfxxl teaching. Look out, 
that toast’s burning. We haven’t discussed about girls’ 
schools, have we ? We were so sure she was going to be a boy.’ 

‘Well, you know, I said Dartington Hall or Bedales. That 
would have done for cither. But you said a traditional public 
school, because that puts a boy on the map for later on, 
didn’t you ? ’ 

‘Oh, yes,’ said John, ‘for a boy. But a girl. I don’t know, of 
course. A progressive school’d be much better from the 
psychological point of view, wouldn’t it?* He hesitated. 
‘Though, I must say. I’ve had very good pupils from 
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Wycombe Abbey and St Paul’s. I do think they work harder, 
you know.’ 

‘But, John,’ said Perpetua, dropping her spoon and clasp- 
ing her bony little hands, ‘don’t you think the psychological 
angle is more important? You should hear some of the 
stories Mary’s told me about girls from the traditional 
schools. She says tliey’ve masses of repressions, and often 
power-complexes as well. We do want Perdita to be really 
normal^ don’t we? I can’t see that the social pull matters, 
compared with that.’ 

‘In the abstract, and ideally considered,* said John, 
crunching toast and speaking rather indistinctly, ‘ I agree, 
my d^ar. I’he old type of public school is a pure anachron- 
ism. But one has to get somewhere before one can do any- 
thing. VVe can't work towards a better state of things unless 
we get the right people into key positions, and that may still 
be true even when Perdita’s growing up. So we ought to 
give her a good start - qualify her for a key position. I mean, 
look at me, I’m teally progressive, aren’t I? But I have to 
play along with the old men who aren’t, don’t I?, Or I 
wouldn’t get anywhere.’ • 

"Orcoursfy darling,’ she said earnestly. ‘I do realize that. 
Otherwise, I’d almost - well, not ?nind, of course, because I 
don’t want to be possessive ' 

‘No, of course not ! ’ 

'...Not oiM, but feel a bit worried about youf seeing so 
much of Costard and all those old Tory bachelors.’ 

‘Well, actually, of course,’ he said as one making confes- 
sion, ‘ I do like them rather, you know. Old Costard can be 
very charming over a ghiss of that special port of his. ... He 
makes one feel no end of a chap. He’s so easy to talk to and 
yet so impressive, somehow.’ 

‘I don’t thtnk you need feel too badly about that, John. 
After all, it’s quite a help that you do like him. He’s quite an 
important man, really. I do see that.’ 

‘ It’s wonderful how you see every side of a question,’ said 
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John gratefully. *Is there still some more tea in the pot? 
Have you had your halibut oil capsule? But I feel rather 
badly about that speech I made in CSongregation, in a way. 
You know, he really put me up to it.* 

'Why? It was a marvellous speech/ she said, swallowing 
her pill with the ease bom of much practice. ‘Everyone 
talked about it.* 

The speech had been directed against a proposal to set up 
an experimental department in psychology for which under- 
graduates in certain schools were to be the guinea-pigs. The 
proposal had been made by a progressive whose eccentricity 
was too notorious for John to feel quite happy in supporting 
him ; and he had easily been persuaded by Costard, over a 
glass of hb special port, to speak against it. He was not proof 
against the older man’s urbanity and flattery, and also not 
unmoved by his veiled hints of the probable reward that 
awaited him in the form of prestige and reciprocal support. 
And he ji^d spoken very well indeed and carried the house 
with him. But it had seemed to many people that the speech 
represented an unexpected change of front in John Link 
him:elf; though his enemies maintained that John Link had 
no front. ‘Just,’ they said, ‘a mass of careful feelers.* In any 
case, after the triumph of the speech, the defeated pro- 
gressives had cut John with a thoroughness observed even 
by their colleagues. 

‘ I enjoyed the success, I don’t mind admitting that,’ said 
John, looking a little bolder. ‘But I wish I hadn’t come down 
quite so heavily against the Planner. After all, he is one of us, 
in a way.’ 

‘But he’s a vote-loser,’ said Perpetua consolingly. ‘He’ll 
never put his stuff across.* 

‘No, perhaps he isn’t much good, really, not from our 
angle,* agreed her husband. ‘Anyhow, it’s no use worr>'ing 
now. But wc might try to conciliate him a bit later. You 
never know. Is there any tea left?’ 

She tilted the pot and a cold inky dreg came out. 

14 



THURSDAY 


‘It’s very bad for you/ she said, smiling. ‘Still, we don’t 
choose schools for Perdita every day, do we?’ 

‘ So I’ll get pickled in tannic acid celebrate. Oh, Pettie,’ 
he said rapturously, ‘isn’t it wonderful how everything’s 
coming out just as we planned it? You got your First — ’ 

‘ Ton did, darling. It was all due to you.’ 

‘And then you had that year at the Board of Trade learn- 
ing how to apply what I’ve taught you. . . . ’ 

‘And then we got married and got this house straight 
away. . . . ’ 

‘Yes, and then we got the car. Do you remember, we 
tliought it’d take three years and we only took two and a 
half t9 save up the money. . . . ’ 

‘Yes, and then just as we needed a change there was that 
sabbatical year in America. . . . ’ 

‘Perhaps we’ll go again when Perdita’s at school,’ sug- 
gested John tentatively. 

‘M’m. And then we thought it was time to have a child. 
And, really, we couldn't have worked it out better, she might 
have been made to order.* 

‘Well, she was in a way. We took the best advice, didn’t 
we? And, Pettie dear,’ he added affectionately, ‘you’re 
the best person I’ve ever met at carrying out instructions. 
Whatever you do, it’s always s(» thorough. I think you’re 
wonderful.* 

She stretched out her hand across the table.** I get co- 
operation,’ she said warmly. ‘ Honestly, John, dear, I can’t 
understand people who just muddle on like Mummy did, 
can you ? They’re bound to slip up if they won’t make a 
plan and stick to it. There’s no such thing as luck.’ 

‘Well, we might have had twins,’ said John, though agree- 
ing in principle. 

‘ It wasn’t much of a risk,* she replied. ‘There were none 
in the family on cither side. It would have been awful, 
wouldn’t it?’ 

‘ We couldn’t possibly have given them a good education,’ 
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said John. ‘Though I sometimes wonder if Perdita will mind 
being an only child ? * 

‘Well, we can take ^advice. I’m sure a lot depends on 
handling. And who knows? Perhaps your book will be a 
best-seller. Then we can have another baby in about two 
years, if I’m fit.’ 

‘Why, darling?’ he said a*'xiously. ‘Is your back hurting 
you again ? ’ He came round the table and kissed her. ‘Yes, I 
can see it is. Look, I don’t have to be in college till ten. You 
go and lie down and I’ll do the breakfast things. No, hon- 
estly, I’ve got lots of time. Go on. There’s no future in stand- 
ing about when you’re not well. Up you go.’ 

He watched her lovingly up the narrow staircase, an^ then 
began to clear away and wash-up in the methodical and 
hygienic way that his w'ife liad taught him. It was soon done, 
and the little dining-room was as bare and tidy as an office, 
which indeed it much resembled. 

John Link ran upstairs to say good-bye to his wife, 
snatched up a sheaf of papers, and set off cheerfully for his 
meeting in college, resisting the temptation to peep into 
the perambulator at his new-born daughter, although he 
thought she looked particularly charming asleep. 

Half-way down the street he was somewhat discomposed 
to see a colleague of his approaching from an intersection. 
But he remembered what he and his wife had been saying 
about not •offending progressives, so he waited for him to 
come up and wished him good morning. 

*Eh?’ said Dr Field, peering through his thick bifocal 
glasses. ‘Who is it? I can’t sec with the sun in my eyes.’ 

‘John Link.’ Dr Field sniffed and began to walk on. Jolm 
Link kept close at his side and did not stop talking. ‘I’m so 
glad to meet you. I’ve been wanting to talk to you for ages, 
only you know what the end of term is. I was so afraid you’d 
think I’d gone over to the wrong side, after that business the 
week before last.* 

Dr Field stumbled over a loose paving-stone and John 
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caught his elbow and steadied it. Field shook off the hand 
and said nothing. 

‘You don’t mind my speaking frankly, do you?’ John 
went on. ‘ I sincerely believe in the ultimate value of your 
measure, and of course I admire your own work immensely, • 
as you know. But I don’t think the time is ripe yet for that 
particular measure. It would raise a storm of protest outside 
Oxford. Quite frankly, and between ourselves, I’d like to see 
it brought up later in a much more ambitious form, and I 
believe that given the right occasion, we could carry it 
through without any trouble. It’s just a question of the right 
time. N-no hard feelings, I hope?’ 

He ^smiled uncertainly as Dr Field stopped dead in his 
tracks and peered into his face. Then the doctor spoke, his 
north-country accent a little stronger than usual. 

‘ I don’t waste time on analysing my emotional reactions, 
Mr Link. And I advise you not to waste your time trying to 
stimulate them. Soft soap doesn’t cut much ice in the mod- 
ern world. Verifiable facts are all we care for. And it’s a fact 
that you opposed a forward-looking measure although you 
knew it was right.’ 

‘Ultimately right, yes. But it wouldn’t have succeeded 
now, so I thought it would be better to wait and make sure 
of it later. You didn’t think I 'vas against the principle, 
surely?’ 

Field stood blinking and rubbing his chilblain^. Then he 
smiled woodenly. 

‘ Well, Mr Link, you may have a chance of showing your 
principles at once ’ (he pronounced them chantise and wonnee ) . 

‘ We’re going to discuss the kitchen and cellar accounts after 
the meeting this morning. Strike a blow against all lliis snob- 
bish luxury and waste of good money, and I shall know 
what side you’re on. Not that 1 care, mind you. A reaction- 
ary is his own worst enemy ; he’ll just wake up one day and 
find himself redundant. I wonder how you’d like that?’ 

They were now entering die college lodge, and an older 
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Fellow who was turning over a pile of letters looked up, and 
then strolled over and laid his hand on John Link’s shoulder. 

‘John, my dear feller, you’re the very man I wanted to 
see ! How do you contrive to look so healthy at this time in 
the morning? Doesn’t he, Field? I’d say it was a good con- 
science, wouldn’t you?’ Under his bushy eyebrows he 
darted a look at Field equally compounded of humour and 
malice. 

‘ It depends what you mean by that term,’ said Field in 
perfectly colourless voice. ‘ I don’t suppose you’d use it in the 
same sense I do. To me, a man’s conscience is his public 
conscience. In that sense of the term, I certainly hope you’re 
right. I hope so, Mr Costard.’ He spoke the last words with 
considerable emphasis. 

Costard stared back with the calm intense intelligence of 
a cat at a mouse-hole. 

‘Ah, well, hope springs eternal, doesn’t it? I’m glad to see 
you in such good spirits. No more attacks from your patients, 
I trust? Good, good. My dear John, we seem to be early for 
our meeting. Shall we take a turn in the sun ? I want to ask 
youR advice.’ 

The spindly figure with the leonine head moved out into 
the quadrangle, and John, as though pulled by an invisible 
leash, followed him. Field brought up the rear. He desired 
John’s support, and was prepared to fight though not to 
truckle foi^ it. Costard had begun to talk rapidly in a low 
voice, looking up every now and then with his famous smile, 
to appeal for confirmation to his younger companion. Field 
could only catch a word here and there. 

‘A very good vintage ... should be ready to drink in 1961. 

. . . Keep a couple of dozen for you, if you like . . . too good 
to waste it all on the common-room at large. . . . Perhaps 
you’ll have taught your younger colleagues to appreciate it 
Bsyou do.... I’ll be dead by then, of course, though by no 
means fully matured . . . relying on you for the future.’ 

John was listening with an embarrassed smile, dreadfully 
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conscious of Field just behind them, but half-captive to the 
charm of the man at his side, which was balm after Field’s 
bluntness. When Costard stopped, lie made a polite non- 
committal sound. 

‘Well?’ said Field’s voice harshly behind him. 

‘Ah, Field,’ said Costard, turning instantly with an air of 
immense surprise. ‘Come and join us. We won’t bite, I 
promise you. I was just telling John about our wine pros- 
pects this year. He’s one of our experts, you know. We all go 
by his opinion.’ 

‘Well, what is it? Eh?’ 

‘Really, I don’t know what to say,’ John replied. ‘Er - I 
suppose good wine is always an investment, isn’t it?’ 

‘My dear John, you’re not suggesting we should sell such 
an acquisition?’ cried Costard. 

‘We’re squandering quite enough on luxury articles as it 
is,’ mumbled Field. 

Poor John was put out of countenance, but tried again. 

‘One has to consider the College prestige, doesn’t one? I 
mean, we have to keep up certain standards for distinguished 
guests.’ 

‘ Most of them drink whisky,’ murmured Costard sadly. 

‘ He drinks more in a term than the guests drink in two 
years,’ shouted Field, trembling with righteous indignatiSh 
atid pulling his red fingers till the knuckles cracked loudly. 
‘The time is past when people should expect to live in idle 
luxury just because they can teach outdated subjects. Plain 
living and high thinking, that’s my motto.’ 

‘Now I,’ purred Costard with deadly affability, ‘know by 
long experience that high living leads to plain thinking. 
Plain thinking and no nonsense, my dear Doctor. That’s 
what we all want, isn’t it? Though not, of course, at this 
hour in the morning, when my brain is by no means at its 
best. Is that the Provost going in? Perhaps we should follow 
him.’ 

Walking, like Faustus, between his contradictory angels, 
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John passed into the panelled room where the Fellows were 
waiting to transact tlieir college’s business. 


CHAPTER TWO 


The College meeting was over, not a minute too soon 
for John Link, who was on thorns throughout ; and he had 
only time to pack a bag before he caught the midday train 
to attend a week-end conference in London. In spite of a 
pang at leaving his wife and baby, he was not at all sorry to 
be away from Alerton Street ibr a few days; he feared 
a'wkward encounters. 

Yet^t was a lonely street out of term. By the late afternoon 
of the same day it was to all appearances deserted. And no 
wonder, for the sun was beating down and shimmering in 
waves of heat over its brown cobblestones, and hardly a 
breath of wind was stirring. The man who lurked in a corner 
behind a stone buttress near the Links’ house was in the full 
glare of the sunshine, and he did not appear to be enjoying 
it. He kept shifting softly from one foot to the other, as 
though his elaborate shoes were too tight for him, and push- 
ing the hair off his forehead. But his eyes h.ardly wandered 
for a moment from the house he was watching, though there 
was no living creature in sight except the baby crying in its 
perambulator by the Links’ front door. 

Presently, however, one of the upstairs windows was 
thrown open. The man shrank back farther into his corner, 
and a spasm of hatred and alarm distorted his fair, rather 
epicene features. But nothing else happened, and soon his 
face was once more a petty, sullen mask - the mask of a man 
not much over twenty. 

He took a pink comb from the pocket of his tight mauve 
jacket and slicked back lysjpng golden hair, squeezing in the 
wave with two iingj^'J-fe at the result in a pocket 

mirror, and it sc.ei^|i|KrjU>'pIe^ci2^l^ Then he took out a 
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packet of cigarettes, but he put it away again untouched. 
Perhaps the smoke, in this still bright air, would have given 
away his hiding-place. So he pulled out a nail-file and did 
some work on his already natty nails, shifting uncomfortably 
from one swollen foot to tlie other. Slowly, deeply, in round 
vibrating notes, the tower above him chimed a quarter-hour 
from its fretted stone, golden against the cloudless blue. 
Then he spoke to himself in a whisper. 

‘ God ! * he said disgustedly. ‘ It’s quiet ! ’ 

As if in answer to this objection, the baby in the peram- 
bulator set up a fresh wail. ■ 

‘ God ! They’ll come and start snooping if that damned kid 
don’t ^hut up,’ he continued. 

The fact was, he was nervous. This place was too still. The 
sound of the bells lingered on the air, separate and distinct 
from the baby’s voice ; here everything was individual, and 
there were no crowds or traffic to cover what shunned in- 
spection. In London, flashy as lie was, he melted, into the 
scene as a peacock (presumably) melts into the Indian 
jungle. 

The baby stopped crying, and he relaxed. But then he 
heard soft footsteps padding along the other side of the road, 
and shrank back again. Was something going to go wrong 
with his plan after all ? fr 

h-2-^5-. 

Max Birkham was wandering over the hot irrd^lar cob- 
bles of the deserted street, feeling discouraged. This was, in- 
deed, his usual condition, but his mind picked at it still as 
his Angers picked at the never-healed pimple on his chin. 
Now, yesterday evening, at the sherry party in Magdalen, 
he had escaped his familiar devil and been a success. He was 
naturalized, not? He was a member of the Univeisity, not? 
An Exhibitioner of Hertford College ? Already in philology a 
not undistinguished student. Not? Naturalized. Natura- 
lisierungy NatUrliMeiL Good i Let us, then, be natural. Let 
us make friends, enjoy life, assimilate to national customs. 
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‘What airc you drinking?’ the blond young god in wliite 
flannels had asked, pausing with a bottle. How happy and 
sure of himself he looked ! 

National customs. Quick as a flash he had the solution. 

‘Mine’s,’ he replied, ‘a gin and Votrix.’ He bowed 
slightly from the waist, proud of his quick car and ready 
memory. 

The tall young god had paused with a delighted smile. 

‘Say that again!’ (Surely there was a quickening of 
intci-est ?) 

He repeated his phrase, taking more trouble with the 
accent. 

* Scknell! ^ sziid the god, and, darting off*, returned with two 
full glasses. 

‘Sorry,’ he said, ‘only gin and orange left. I do hope that’s 
all right. I say, my name’s Bevan. What’s yours? But, of 
course, yours is a gin and Votrix, isn’t it? Sorry, I forgot.’ 
He laughed uncontrollably. 

‘ Max Birkham,’ said Max formally, joining in the laugh- 
ter, though he did not quite see the joke - a pun, no doubt - 
‘ Exhibitioner of Hertford College. And you, Bevan. Like 
the cx-Cabinet Minister, not?’ 

‘Just like the ex-Cabinet Minister, old man. Don’t you 
notice the likeness? Some people say that they can’t tell me 
and Cousin Aspirin apart. But I tell them they’re wrong. 
He’s softer, much softer. Too soft, in fact. Now me, I’m a 
man of iron. From now on, a man of iron. I say, shall I tell 
you all about my life, or will you tell me all about your life? 
Same story, no doubt, but somehow sweeter on the lips of 
another. Or don’t you think so?’ 

He bent suddenly at the knees like a Cossack dancer. 

‘Sit down,’ said Max, responding to the occasion mag- 
nificently. ‘Sit down, and tell me, as you propose, alx>ut 
your life. I am naturalized and you may speak to me securit- 
abIy.’*He patted Bevan’s shoulder reassuringly. 

‘ Securitably,’ said Bevan, collapsing. ‘That’s what I need. 
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No one to trust. Bite the hand that feeds ’em. You’ve put the 
matter in a bombshell.’ 

Automatically noting this idiom, &fax patted him again. 

‘Tell me,’ he said, in his beautiful fruity voice. 

So the god told him how liis girl had deserted him for an- 
other, and how his father would not pay any more of his 
bills, and so on. He came to a gradual stop as sobriety began 
to return, and, with it, the sense that this chap was really a 
bit of a bore. 

Max, for his part, was not bored. He was proud and ex- 
cited, but the danger-signal in his blood was still in working 
order, the psychic security-police of the refugee. It even 
warned him to make the first move of departure. People 
who go first are not remembered as bores. 

‘Now I buzz off,’ he said, rising regretfully. ‘Cheery-bye ! 
I must go to other parties. When shall I see you again ? To 
meet you has been for me an Experience.’ 

He gazed at Bevan like a hungry dog. 

‘Oh,’ said Bevan evasively. ‘Well, I’m always about. 
Come up and see me some time.’ 

‘ O.K.,’ said Max, very tough and Anglo-Sa^ on. ‘ Whore ? ’ 

‘Merton Street,’ said Bevan. ‘Well, good-bye. See you 
soon. Lord, I must fly ! ’ He rushed away with a last dazzling 
smile, and by the time Max had said good-bye to his host, 
the theophany was over. 

That had been yesterday, and the afterglow df hope re- 
mained ; hope of so influential a friend, so charming a milieu^ 
such powerful contacts (for was he not the cousin of a 
Cabinet Minister?) - but hope was already beginning to 
give way to doubts about his own behaviour. Had not Max 
made some false steps ? Should he have patted his new'friend 
quite so often? Had he not assented always too readily? 
Should he not rather have insisted on telling his own story, 
and forcing sympathy, admiration, and support ? Should not 
he, too, have been wearing white flannels? Surely he had 
made a slip somewhere, or why had Bevan not left him a 
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card, which was, he understood, the English uppcr-clas 
practice? 

Softness. That was the trouble. Saying ‘yes* too much 
Bevan was by his own description a man of iron. That wai 
what the English admired. The Iron Duke. ‘The silver 
shuts, the iron opes amain.’ To-day, Max must show more 
Hochmut, 

*I mosst be togh,’ he murmured. ‘Togh like leather. Togh 
like leather. If I should be more togh, I should have become 
mo’c accurate informations.’ 

He continued down the street, softly trying the doors. So 
far, he had not found any unlatched. Despite his heroic 
resolutions, he did not feel quite tough enough to riqg any 
bells. 

He came to the end of the street, to the door of Number 
50, the house with the perambulator outside it. He paused 
and looked into the perambulator for a moment and then 
turned away and softly tried the door. 1 1 was not locked, and 
the discovery sent him down the steps in an involuntary 
nervous recoil. But he recovered almost at once. If he failed 
now, there might be no more chances ; now was the time to 
show himself a man of iron. After all, Bevan had been very 
indiscreet. 

‘Mosst be togh,’ he told himself, and walked into the 
house. 

After a ^hort time he came out again. There were beads of 
sweat on his forehead, and the whites of his eyes were enor- 
mous. He shut the door with exaggerated softness. A little 
whimper from the baby caught his attention, and he paused 
by the perambulator, rocking it until there was silence. 
Then, his arms hugged across his chest as though he carried 
a secret burden, he started back up the other side of the 
street. He passed directly in front of the buttress. A young 
man was standing behind it, as if he had paused there to 
light a cigarette. His face betrayed no interest. But Max, 
seeing him, felt all too much interest. There had been men 
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of just that type lounging on street comers in Berlin, and 
Max remembered how his father had always hurried past 
them without explanation. 

‘ Why, dear child ? Always you ask why ! At school, yes. 
you should ask why. I'hat is education. I pay for that, and 
good value it is. But do not ask your stupid old father why. 
It is better to ask him . . . this ! ’ And the good man would 
hold up a bright coin between his thumb and finger, smiling 
with his head on one side, luring the dear child to decide 
between a kite and a chocolate dclair. And the sinister blond 
young idlers would be forgotten, till the time came when he 
no longer needed to ask why. And he was hurried, a bony 
anxious child of sixteen, out of danger and away to a foreign 
land where there were no Gauleiters and no treats. He heard 
later that both his parents had disappeared. 

So Max crossed the road away from the man, hugging his 
arms over his chest, and made as quickly as he could for the 
safety of the crowded main streets. In his mind, apd in the 
mind of the lurkcr by the buttress (who still did not dare to 
leave) was one and the same thought. 

/ have been seen! What now? 

Dr Field came into the dining-room of his house off Mer- 
ton Street as the clock struck half past four. At the same 
moment Edna opened the kitchen door and brought in a 
brown pot of newly-made tea, which she plated trium- 
phantly before him. 

‘You said: “Bring it in when the clock strikes half past 
four,” ’ she said, with a bright smile. 

‘ Good girl ! * said the Doctor kindly. ‘ Run and have yonr 
tea now.* 

Punctual for once, he thought. Well, that’s something. It 
can be done, with hard work and patience and the right 
methods. He gulped down a cup of strong, sweet tea, and 
began plastering shrimp paste liberally on the thick bread- 
and-butter. His scholarship to Queen’s had broken him of the 
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high-tea habit in early manhood, but some of the Wakefield 
tastes lingered. He stUl craved for something strong and 
salty in the late afternoon. And he still saved his newspaper 
till then, though, unlike liis father, he had plenty of time to 
read it at breakfast; so it was a virgin copy of the Manchester 
Guardian which he spread out on the dark varnished table. 
But his mind was neither on his meal nor his newspaper. He 
read and ate hastily and abstractedly, and drank a great 
deal of strong tea. With his fourth cup he took two digestive 
pilh. Then he scraped his chair back with a jerk, and rose to 
go to his study. At the door he paused irresolutely, and then 
called : 

‘Edna!’ 

‘Y-yes?’ she replied in a muffled voice, coming to the 
opposite door. Her mouth w'as full. 

‘I’ve finished. You can clear. And, Edna ...* He twisted 
his bony hands till the joints cracked. 

‘Yes?’ She stood patiently, waiting for the oracle. 

‘ I - I . . . Will you ...Pit doesn’t matter. I’ll be going out 
for a bit. I’ll see you later on, when I come back to pack and 
go for my train.’ 

Still she stood. 

‘Run along then, can't you?’ he exclaimed. ‘What arc 
you waiting for?’ 

‘ Will you come liack soon ? ’ she said uneasily. 

The Ddctor twisted out a smile. 

‘Yes, me dear. I’ll see you in about half an hour. Then I 
must go for my train, but I’ll be back late to-night, when 
you’re in bed, and I’ll see you at breakfast to-morrow. You 
get on with your work like a good girl.* 

He turned and fumbled for the handle of the study door, 
opened it, and slammed it behind him. He bumped his knee 
as he pulled his chair in to the desk, but he was used to that. 
To a short-sighted man, the world is full of attacks from the 
hard or sharp objects strewn about his path. He peered 
through his thick glasses over the desk-top till he found a pile 
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of manuscript and a fountain pen. He settled to it with a 
sigh, reading it through and making a correction here and 
there in a neat characterless hand, ft was a lecture headed 
Some Psychological Aspects of the Individualistic Viewpoint in 
Politics^ and he was to deliver- it in London that evening. It 
was finished except for a peroration, the part which always 
came hardest to him. He pulled out a small drawer labell^ 
‘4’, placed it on the desk before him, and began to look 
through its contents, which consisted of aphorisms on slips 
of paper, meticulously collected and preserved to help him 
in such moments of rhetorical need. ‘ We need hard work^ not 
soft soapy from those who claim to be progressives,^ No, perhaps 
that was a bit blunt. Not much soft soap about King’s Col- 
lege, London, anyhow, thank goodness. You know where 
you are with those chaps. What’s this, now? ^So^alled 
humanists have sneered at what they call standardization. But their 
famous Aristotle could tell them if they read him^ that human ex^ 
cellence is conformity with the norm, vice a deviation frora it' No, 
too long. And, anyhow, some of them may have read Aris- 
totle, and I’m not sure I’ve got it right. Ah, what about 
this? ’ The traditionalist is always bolstering up other people* s^gos. 
Why? So that they will do the same for his. Against the clean straight 
appeal of science and reason^ this tortuous approach is his only 
weapon. But any psychologist is aw**^e of the inherent weakness it 
betrays. Mutual back-scratching only appeals to the man who has a 
deep-seated misgiving about his own personal validity.' * 

That’ll do. That’s the idea. A really powerful, really clever 
man has no need to be ‘different’. It’s only the flashy, gorm- 
less chaps who have to do everything in a special lah-di-dah 
way so as to make an effect. A real man gets on with his 
work ; he doesn’t bother about making an impression. 

Compressing his lips, he gathered up the papers and 
fastened them with a paper-clip. Then he looked at his 
watch. A little time yet before the final stage of his experi- 
ment was due to take place. He drew out a small black note- 
book and opened it with avidity. It was his diary, which he 
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always kept fully and faithfully. It recorded tlie outline of 
his experiments, his committees, and other memorable as- 
pects of his daily life, and served him as hobby and confidant 
at once. Now he looked through it to remind himself of the 
progress of the experiment he was about to complete. A pas- 
sage caught his eye and he cracked his finger-joints again as 
he read it through. 

‘Af.,’ he read, ^full of vr^ue literary social aspirations ... v, 
talkative.^ There’s a good scholarship wasted ! And that’s bad 
early environmental factors, mind you. There was material 
there for a really useful economist. But no ! The social racket 
won. And why ? Because that stuck-up mother was working 
behind my back. Church of England, of course, that was it. 
All religion's an escape, but bar the Romans the Church is 
worst. Mum and Dad were ignorant enough, goodness 
knows, but they did respect hard work. And they kept them- 
selves to themselves. 'Fhe front l^lind was always half down, 
and they didn’t open their doors to all and sundry, clean 
though the house was. But that woman - she was always 
trapesing about here and there, and asking people in. And 
she didn’t keep licr best clothes for Sundays, either. Stands 
to reason if her children don’t settle to anything. She 
brought them up vain and silly. 

Now / didn’t waste my scholarship. Nine hours a day I 
did, wet or fine, for three years. No social racket for me. Of 
course I tdlked to the other men in the lab. Maybe I’d have 
got to know some of them, only it’s a handicap if you can’t 
see their faces clearly. And they all seemed to talk alike. Of 
course, / didn’t need contacts. The contact I wanted was a 
good First Class, and I got it - 1 got it. The important people 
were all anxious to know me tlien - yes, and send me to 
Vienna, and create a special Readership for me here. And 
very soon the playboys who waste their time impressing 
people with their second-hand humour ~ they’ll find where 
they get off. Yes, they’ll find out. Rhetoric isn’t going to be 
much of a help in the new order of things. They’ll sec how 
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iiielTective they are. ‘Frankly ineffective!* he said aloud. 
‘ Living on the capital of a prestige which has - has ceased to 
pay dividends.* 

He breathed loudly through his nose, seized a pad, and 
made a note of this aphorism for 13rawer 4 . Then he read 
over the last entry in his diary, and adorned it with two large 
ticks and the word excei.sior in neat block capitals. 

He looked at his watch again. It was time to go. Putting 
his head out of the door, he shouted : 

‘ Good-bye, Edna, dear. Be a good girl now I * 

Then he returned to his study, gathered up a pair of stout 
gloves, a bottle, and a bag containing a banana and a small 
pine-apple, and set off down Kybald Street into Merton 
Street with a jerky, determined gait. 

He did not sec the man behind the buttress, for he was 
short-sighted and intent on his own thoughts. He did, how- 
ever, stoop and peer into the perambulator for a while. 
Then, with a curious smile on his face, he straightened up 
and stumbled on his way. 


CHAPTER THREE 

It was just before nine o’clock that evening when Richard 
Ringwood and Clare Liddicote camt; briskly down Merton 
Street in the gathering twilight to interview the •bereaved 
mother and her neighbours. T’hey found that the Links lived 
in quite a pleasant little modem house, which stood in the 
elbow of Merton Street adjoining another, larger, modern 
house. Last time Richard had seen the site, one of the noblest 
chestnut trees in England had towered and flowered there, 
but it had been destroyed in the great tree-hating period 
between the wars. Both the houses had small front gardens 
enclosed by low stone walls, and separate alleys at the sides 
led to the two back doors and back gardens. 

‘We’d better try the next-door house first,’ said Richard, 
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‘before wc go to the Links. It’s better to get the short 
interview over first, and I see there’s a light in that windov 
This is just routine, cfarling, so I think, if you don't mind, i 
would be best if you sort of merged into the background 
They’ll think it’s more usual, and I’ll be very quick.’ 

Clare obediently slipped into the back alley, and Richarc 
rang the door bell of Number 51. The porch light was pre- 
sently switched on, and a small fat man in his middle forties 
opened the door. He was beaky and spectacled, with rough 
hair beginning to turn grey, and he held a book in his hand 
with his finger still marking the place. (Richard descried 
with difficulty that it was a large annotated volume of Burnt 
Njal in tlie original tongue.) The natural benevolence of the 
man’s features was at present overlaid by a look of defensive 
impatience ; he stood there like an owl disturbed in daylight, 
blinking, confused, but prepared to dispute possession of his 
retreat. 

A language scholar, thought Richard. Well, he’ll be a 
clear witness, anyhow, but he doesn’t look as if he’d have 
much to witness about, 

t I’m so sorry to disturb you, sir,’ he said ; ‘ but I’m a police 
officer from Scotland Yard.’ 

‘Where’s your badge?’ asked the owl-like man unex- 
pectedly, fixing him with a piercing eye. 

‘We don’t have badges. That’s in America. But here’s my 
warrantA:ard. No, it isn’t ; wait a minute, though. Yes, here 
it is.* 

The man peered at it with interest. 

‘Pity they don’t use better paper. Well, what can I do for 
you ? Shall I wait while you get out your notebook ? * 

He spread himself across the doorway and seemed deter- 
mined not to let Richard in. , 

‘I don’t need a notebook, thanks,’ replied Richard a little 
stiffly. ‘ I can remember simple facts. I’m collecting evidence 
about a - a circumstance which took place outside Number 
50 some time between a quarter to five and a quarter to six 
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this afternoon. Was there anyone in your house at that time, 
and if so, did they notice any - er ~ suspicious characters in 
the street?* 

‘Well,* said the man, also with a touch of austerity, *I see 
•that you are observing ofHcial discretion. Whatever this 
thing - as I prefer to call it - was that happened at that time, I 
wasn’t there to see it. I had an alibi - or, as 1 should put it, 
was somewhere else. My wife and I were at the Vice-Chan- 
cellor’s garden party, and we went straight on to a sherry 
party with old friends in North Oxford afterwards. We were 
persuaded* - he sighed - ‘to stay on to dinner. My wife’s 
still at it, in fact, but I came away. I’m very behindhand 
with my work, you sec.* 

And tired to death as well, thought Richard. Social life, or 
work, or what? 

‘Our nurse was in the house, minding the children,’ the 
man continued ; ‘ but of course I sent her home when I came 
in. My wife asked me to. When? Oh, I don’t know. ... not 
long ago. I haven’t got half a page written yet. . . . No, the 
nurse doesn’t live here. She comes by the day, and was kind 
enough to stay on later this evening, I suppose. . . . My v/ife 
would know ; she arranges that sort of thing. Still, I think 
she would have told me if any suspect, or shall I say fishy 
people had been making a nuisanc> of themselves next door. 
That is, if she noticed anything, but very likely she didn’t. 
She’s a good girl, you see, and minds her work.’ 

Then, remembering his manners or perhaps repenting of 
his emendations of the police jargon, he suddenly gave a 
very sweet smile and added : 

‘But, I say, w^on’t you come in and have some beer or 
sometliing?’ 

‘That’s very good of ybu, sir,’ said Richard, and indeed 
the invitation had evidehtly been a moral effort, ‘but I’ve 
got to collect some more evidence - I mean, a.sk other people 
some questions. You weren’t there, you say, so that’s that. 
But I’d like to have the times and places of the two parties 
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you went to. You were right ; I shall need my notebook after 
all.’ 

He made his notes and tlie householder watched his quick 
neat jottings with pleased surprise. 

‘ I say/ he said with new respect, ‘ have you always been a' 
policeman ? ’ 

‘Ever since I went down/ said Richard. ‘Now, about the 
nurse. Where does she live ? H’m, a good way off. I may have 
to leave her till to-morrow. Could I call again then ? She’ll 
be here to-morrow, won’t she?’ 

‘Sure to be. We shall look forward to seeing you,’ said the 
other, present relief written large on his innocent features. 
‘And now, if you don’t mind. I’ll get back to my work. 
Good night.’ 

With another quick delightful smile, he popped in and 
shut the door, like a jack-in-the-box in reverse. Clare, who 
had been eavesdropping from the alley, rejoined Richard 
laughing as he came out of the front garden. 

‘Poor Mr Luke! I had no idea that was where he lived. 
liVial an ordeal for him! He’s the most fanatical hermit in 
Oxford, didn’t you know?' 

‘Darling, how invaluable you are ! Go on, go on.’ 

‘ Well, they say his wife slops anyone from getting at him 
on condition that he takes her to two parties each term. I 
don’t know if that’s true, but certainly no one ever t/oes get 
let in to liim.’ 

‘ How do you know all this ? ’ 

‘Oh, just English school gossip. You know how one hears 
things.’ 

‘But why this hatred of his kind? I thought he looked 
rather amiable.’ 

‘He’s an absolute poppet. But he just lives for his work I 
you see. Nothing after the Dark Ages is quite real to him. 
He’s only edited two short texts in his life, you know - that 
proves what a good scholar he is. And the notes are so learned 
that I just couldn’t read them at all.’ 
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‘ Obviously an outstanding chap,’ said Richard drily. 

‘Oh, he ir,’ said Clare, not pcrcei^dng the irony. ‘They 
say he dozed off in Bodley one hot afternoon, and started 
talking Old Norse in his sleep ; and then one of the librarians 
tried to wake him up, and he changed over to Erse." 

‘ V'ery unlikely story,’ said Richard. ‘He wouldn’t mix up 
two language groups even in his sleep, if he’s as good as you 
say he is. Well, now I suppose I’ll have to go and see Mrs 
Unk. Anyhow, you can come with me this time. We’ll need 
all the notes we can get.’ 

Perpetua Link let them into the house, explaining as she 
ilid so that her husband had not yet been able to get back 
from London. Richard had always found interviews with 
bereaved relatives a harrowing business, but this was worse 
than usual ; her perplexity and astonished resentment seemed 
to remove her from the reach of ordinary consolation. He 
spoke to her kindly, telling lier that he was a friend of her 
husband’s (which was perhaps an exaggeration) and that 
her own evidence could be of great help to him. The second 
point really cheered her a little. Clare he introduced without 
explanation, and Mrs Link greeted her as a minor official, 
rather absent-mindedly. She took them into the little dining- 
room and sat down on a hard chair, facing Richard across 
the table and twisting her hands together as she poured out 
h(‘r answers with nervous volubility. Richard pronipted her 
to tell him the story of the whole day, and as it unfolded, 
Glare wrote busily. 

Since Perdita Link was being brought up according to the 
latest rational methods, she had never in her short life shared 
her mother’s bed or been danced on her mother’s knee. No 
one sang to her, or kissed her, or tickled her, or asked her if 
she w.asn’t a clever, clever girl. She seemed to spend most of 
her day in her perambulator in the back garden during the 
morning and in the front garden in the afternoons, accord- 
ing to the sun. The Luke children next door wwe full of pity 
for her, and often asked their nannie if they might take her 
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with them on their afternoon walks; occasionally they had 
gained their request. They had been particularly anxious to 
be allowed to take her to-day, as they were to visit the 
Bestiarick Gardens and they thought that the monkeys in 
the new ape-house would be interested to see such a very 
small human being. So there, at three o’clock that afternoon, 
the two children had stood on dieir neighbour’s doorstep 
with their strapping young nurse, waiting to ask Mrs Link 
for the loan of her baby. The cobbled street, warm in the 
sunshine, stretched away behind them towards the Canter- 
bury Gate of Christ Church. 

Mrs Link came to the door. Her pink, creased hands 
showed that she had been disturbed at the wash-tub, but she 
had as usual whipped off her apron before answering the 
bell. She was most conscientious in trying at all times to do 
her husband credit. 

* Please,’ said the six-year-old Pippa, before anyone had 
time to speak, *do you tliink we could take your baby for a 
walk with us? We want to show her to -* 

‘We want to show her the monkeys, Pippa says,’ inter- 
rupted Nannie quellingly. ‘We’d be ever so careful of her, 
Mrs Link. We’re just going to go quietly round the Bestiar- 
ick Gardens, being as it’s so hot to-day. There’s a nice bit of 
shade there in the afternoons.’ 

‘Well, that’s very kind of you,’ said Perpetua Link in a 
non-committal voice, her brow creased with the always 
painful process of practical thought. Then, brightening : ‘As 
a matter of fact, I’ve just remembered there’s some shopping 
I ought to do. So it would be a great help if you could really 
be responsible for Perdita. I never take her to the shops, 
there’s such a lot of infection about, isn’t there?’ 

‘That’s right, Mrs Link.... Mind your dolly, Widdy, 
you’re dropping her.’ 

‘But you will keep her very quiet, won’t you, Nannie? 
You do realize that over-stimulation in infancy may com- 
pletely vitiate the whole nervous system ?’ 
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Nannie gazed into the pram and said nothing. This was a 
bit out of her depth. 

^Absolute non-interference, complete psychological inde- 
pendence are what we are aiming at,’ continued the mother. 

* Though of course one can turn her over quickly and quietly 
if she seems to be having wind. But do avoid artificially 
stimulated thought-processes, won’t you? Let her deal witli 
her problems herself m her own way.’ 

The child seemed to be dealing with its own saliva in a 
rather wasteful and incompetent way, but Nannie replied 
stolidly that we’d take great care of baby - wouldn’t we, 
dears? - and expertly manoeuvred the perambulator out of 
the narrow gate, sticking out her behind as all decent nan- 
nies do. They set off sedately towards the High. The baby, 
meanwhile, tore with tiny clawlike fingers at its own hair, a 
black mop extraordinary in so young a child, almost hiding 
its mournful little brown eyes. 

The Bestiarick Gardens are a small Zoo presented to the 
University in the seventeenth century. They lie between the 
High and the river, hidden behind a great wall and entered 
by a noble gateway which, like most of the city’s better 
buildings, just missed being designed by Sir Christopher 
Wren. The compass of the plac** is too small for large and 
obvious Zoo animals ; but there is a charming collection of 
tiny deer and curious marsupials, of humming*birds and 
fimtastic tropical fish. There is a pillared aviary like a hall 
of state, and a serpentarium (slightly later) in a mirrored 
grotto ; the vistas are planned with meticulous care ; and the 
whole original design seems to put architecture first and 
zoology a long way second. 

But the nineteen-thirties have rectified the balance. A 
simple-hearted manufacturer of vacuum-cleaners, anxious 
to get into the House of Lords, was advised to pay his obol 
to Culture, and he found an object in the endowment of a 
new building for the Bestiarick Gardens. * I haven’tgot much 
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use for highbrows,’ he was reported to have said, ‘but I’ve 
always been fond of animals ever since I was a kiddy. Aftff 
animals. They can have whatever they like, tell them, al- 
ways providing they keep to the estimate and no extras.’ A 
battle royal ensued between the various academic parties. 
The powerful and vocal Faculty of Politics, Psychology, and 
Sociology (commonly km«wn as the P.P.S.) had got in first 
with a request for an ape-house to further the study of Man’s 
relationship with the higher mammals. And although the 
Forestry department had (almost inaudibly) desiderated 
beavers, while the most amusing and malicious old man in 
Oxford had loudly asked why not blatant beasts, you could 
get those free, and had suggested many sources of supply, the 
Spirit of the Age was not to be withstood ; the apes had won 
the day. A fine new building, combining the salient features 
of German Baroque and Aztec Imperial in a manner never 
before achieved, was erected outside the original walls, 
effectively spoiling the strip of greensward by the river; and 
in it were housed all the varieties of Primate and a few mon- 
keys for good measure. Learned men, too, with private keys, 
were often to be found there, communing with the future oJ* 
the race. 

During the war and its aftermath, Lick of staff and a de- 
cline in the manners of visitors liad led to the Gardens being 
closed to the general public. Now they had just been re- 
opened, to the great joy of the Luke children. Pippa and her 
four-year-old sister Widdy (whose baptismal name was 
Frideswide) had been allowed several visits already and wen; 
eager to introduce their iriends. 

Perdita was duly shown to the apes, wdio were disapj)oint- 
ingly unimpressed, but Pippa hoped that they would discuss 
the experience after closing time. Widdy, on the other hand, 
was alarmed by animal loquacity. She greeted a parrot with 
‘Hallo, old bird,’ and the parrot returned the salutation 
with perceptible irony. Widdy knew that animals in Beatrix 
Potter talked English, but it seemed a portentous and tcr- 
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rible thing to happen in real life and without warning. She 
burst into tears, and the party all went out into the garden 
to sit on a seat in the shade and collect their spirits. 

They were still sitting there, and beginning to feel cheerful 
and composed, when a middle-aged man came up behind 
them from the back entrance of the ape-house. 

After peering at them for a moment, he shambled up and 
laid a red knuckly hand on Widdy’s head from behind, 
rumpling her smooth pale hair. 

‘Penny if you guess who it is!’ he cried with jerky 
joviality. 

This had happened to Widdy before, as he was a colleague 
of her father’s, and lived near them, but it still made her 
jump. 

‘Doctor Field,’ she said in a small sad voice, and buried 
her face in her nurse’s sleeve. 

‘Quite right, quite right,’ he said, feeling in his pockets. 
He pulled out two half-crowns and a sixpence, peered at 
them, and stowed them away at once. ‘Ask me for a penny 
next time I’ve got one,’ he muttered awkwardly. 

‘We’ve been showing the monkeys our baby,’ said Pippa, 
changing the subject quickly. (She was a tactful child for 
her age, and social intercourse already came easily to her.) 

‘What, another little sister alr-ady ?’ said the Doctor, re- 
verting to his Children’s Hour role. ‘Well, aren’t you a 
lucky girl ? Or is it a brother this time?’ 

‘This is baby Link, sir,’ said Nannie. ‘We took her witli us 
this afternoon.’ 

The man’s face twitched, and then he leaned forward and 
gazed into the perambulator, perhaps to cover his gaffe. 

‘ I don’t read the announcements of births. Waste of time,’ 
he said, apologizing in the north-country manner. ‘Boy or 
girl? Funny-looking child, I must say. How old?’ 

‘She’s a little girl, sir,’ from Nannie. 

‘Two. Two months^ I mean,’ from Pippa. 

‘Really? Well, never waste a specimen, that’s my motto. 
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Mind if I take some measurements?’ he said, whipping a 
tape-measure out of his pocket and looking suddenly cheerful 
and at ease. 

*rm sorry, sir,’ said Nannie, ‘1 can’t allow it. Mrs Link 
told me most particular. Baby mustn’t be disturbed, and not 
being my own, I couldn’t take the responsibility, you see.* 
And she interposed her sc lid young person between him and 
the perambulator. 

Doctor Field went red in the face, seemed about to speak, 
restrained himself, nodded woodenly and walked away, 
muttering under his breath and stubbing his toes against 
loose stones. 

‘ I don’t think I like Doctor Field, Nannie,’ said Pippa in 
a surprised way, for dislike was not a common experience 
with her. * I wouldn’t like hhn to make me better when I had 
a temperature.’ 

‘ Bless you ! ’ said Nannie. ‘ Why should he do that ? Don’t 
you worry, dear, he’s not the sort of doctor that looks after 
ill people. He’s the sort that talks on the Third Programme. 
Doctor of Science, or something.’ 

‘ Don’t those sort ofdoctors ever make you better, Nannie ? ’ 

*Now come along, do, and don’t ask so many questions. 
There’s watercress for tea.’ 

They went back to Merton Street and returned the baby 
to Mrs Link, and Pippa was not to be restrained from giving 
a full account of their walk. 

The baby then remained in the perambulator in the front 
garden, crying from time to time, but more in anger than in 
sorrow. Mrs Link meanwhile was entertaining a friend to tea 
in the little back drawing-room on the first floor. From there 
she could hear her child but not see her. The friend was 
Mary Reed, the child-psychologist, whose words were t^er- 
petua Link’s gospel, so the conversation was absorbing to 
them both. 

They had just finished tea when a heavy step on the land- 
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ing outside startled them. Perpetua Link went out to see 
what it was. A square-headed youns man in hom-rimmed 
spectacles confronted her, untidily aressed and wearing a 
turtle-necked sweater where his collar should have been. 

‘ Where is Mr Sevan ? * he asked in a strong foreign accent. 

‘ Mr Sevan ? ’ repeated Perpetua in perplexity. 

‘He lives here, not? Where is his room, please?* 

‘No,’ she said apologetically. ‘As a matter of fact, I live 
here. Oh, I see what you mean. You thought these were 
lodgings and he had rooms here.’ 

‘Well, that’s what he told me at Magdalen,’ said he 
severely. ‘There is perhaps a mistake. Excuse.’ He glared at 
her and stumped off down the stairs. She heard the front 
door close as he left the house. 

‘ I think it would be wise,’ said her friend when she re- 
turned and related the incident, ‘ if you made a habit of lock- 
ing the front door. Because if you were feeding Perdita and 
someone burst in like that, it might alarm her very much. 
You know she is not ready for the danger-element in her life 
till some months later than her present age.’ 

‘I know,’ said Perpetua with some feeling, ‘and also it 
would alarm me very much if it happened often. But you 
can’t lock an Oxford front door and keep having to answer 
it, you really can’t. John’s alway. in and out, and he never 
remembers to take his key.’ 

‘Would it really alarm you, my dear, if a stranger came in 
when you were alone ? Because if so, I think we ought to get 
this sorted out at once in Perdita’s interests ’ 

Perpetua looked at the clock and saw that it was half past 
five. She need not feed Perdita till six, so she sat down and 
prepared conscientiously to be sorted out. 

But the inquisition had only lasted a litde while when they 
heard a loud rapping on the back door. Perpetua went down- 
stairs to answer it, leaving Mary Reed to light a fresh cigar- 
ette and wait for her return. It seemed to her that the time 
was passing rather slowly, and presently .she looked out of 
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the window to see what was happening at the back door, 
but it was out of sight round the corner, and she could only 
hear voices indistinctly. One voice was deep, resonant, and 
rather husky. It might have been a man’s or a woman’s 
voice, and she could not distinguish the words. The other 
was Pcrpetua’s, thin, high, and precise, and as she listened 
she heard her saying on £*n irritated note : 

‘ But I tell you I don’t want any. We use aluminium ones, 
anyhow. Please go away, I can’t buy any to-day.’ 

The deeper voice sounded again, a flood of words. The 
tone at first had sounded persuasive and wheedling, but now 
a threatening note had crept into it. Miss Reed hesitated for 
a moment and then went downstairs herself to the back door. 
She was just in time to see a big middle-aged woman in the 
doorway. She had a basket over her arm, and her red scarf, 
her wild hair, gold ear-rings, and gaunt browm face pro- 
claimed her a gipsy. But the co^d-black eyes with an orange 
light in their pupils were the eyes of a very angry gipsy. Miss 
Reed hurried to her friend’s help. 

‘This night it’ll be,’ the gipsy was saying. ‘You’ll see.’ 
She hitched up the basket, slammed the door, and strode 
away down the alley-way leading to the street. 

Perpetua was very pale, and trembled as she looked at the 
door shut in her face. 

‘What was she saying?’ asked Mary. ‘She seems to have 
been quilic frightening you. Are you feeling faint?’ 

‘ Oh . . . nothing, really,* said Perpetua. ‘A lot of super- 
stitious nonsense.’ She laughed unsteadily. ‘But did you sec 
her eyes? That extraordinary look? They - they frightened 
me a bit.’ 

‘What happened, anyway? What did she want?’ 

‘ Oh, well, this woman was trying to sell clothes-pegs, you 
sec. I said I didn’t want any, but she kept on and on, so in 
the end I said I’d call the police if she didn’t go away. And 
then she got very angry and dreadfully quiet. She said in a 
horrible sneering way that as I’d been so kind she’d tell my 
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fortune for nothing. And she did. She said,’ continued Per- 
petua shakily, ‘that 1 was going to lose the dearest thing I 
had this very night before the sun set. And John’s in London. 
Do you think he’s got run over? Of course I don’t believe in 
that sort of tiling, but you should have seen her eyes. She 
really looked - well, terrifyingly queer. I almost felt I be- 
lieved her.’ 

‘ I am told gipsies have a certain amount of natural hyp- 
notic technique,’ said Miss Reed crisply. ‘In fact — ’ 

‘Just a minute,’ said Perpetua. ‘ I must go and see if Per- 
dita’s all right.’ 

‘ You shouldn’t go to her till you are in a calm and relaxed 
state,’ said her psychological adviser. ‘Gome and sit down 
for a minute first.’ 

‘But I do want to see her, Mary. I’ll be all right. Please 
let me come by. I will see her.’ 

Perpetua almost pushed past her out of the kitchen, and 
ran down the little hall to the front door; and out into the 
front garden. She looked quickly up both arms of the street. 
No one was in sight; that was a relief. And Perdita had 
stopped crying, was perhaps asleep. She tiptoed across and 
peered into the perambulator. 

Many minutes later Mary Reed found her standing there 
numb. Perdita had disappeared 

Such had been the story of that afternoon. Perpetua Link 
told it fully in her own way, but in the telling her voice lost 
its precision, and at the end of the account broke and was 
silent. Richard and Clare sat very still for a moment saying 
nothing. Then Clare slowly shut her notebook, put the pen- 
cil back in its sheath, and stood up. Richard made as if to 
speak ; but his mind was working too fast on what he had 
heard to find any words of comfort that were not banal. 

‘I’ll keep in constant touch with you,’ he said. ‘You’ve 
given me a lot of useful lines to work on, and I feel very 
hopeful. Good night.’ 
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He covered her clasped tense hands for a moment with 
one of his large brown ones, and then he and Clare let them- 
selves out, without speaking another word. 


CHAPTER FOUR 

‘Oh, dear ! ’ said Clare as they emerged into the quiet 
moonlit street. ‘Is it always as harrowing as that?* 

‘No, not always,’ he said; ‘but quite often. It’s easier to 
comfort the dumb, simple type, though. Mrs Link’s too 
clever to trust the police implicitly, as some people do. 1 
hope John will be back soon. You can see that that baby 
meant everything to them. I bet they talked about it every 
minute of their spare time.’ 

‘ It seems a funny way to bring a baby up, doesn’t it ? But 
I suppose they just wanted to give it every possible advan- 
tage, and it was really frightfully self-denying of them not to 
pick it up when it cried. Well, what do we do now?’ 

‘ I know what I’d like to do,’ said Richard, putting his arm 
round her. 

‘Don’t have me with you on the case if it’s going to dis- 
tract you,’ she said quickly. ‘ I’m happy enough to wait, with 
things as they are.’ 

‘No, I want your help. Truly, I do, Clare. You’ll see a lot 
of things I don’t; besides, you know your Oxford better than 
I do now. And, anyhow - I want you. I’ll be very good and 
sensible. You won’t think that’s insulting, will you?’ 

‘Goodness, no! I think it’s an absolutely terrific honour. 
I’ll be very good and sensible too. Now, what shall we do?’ 

‘ I want to sort out the notes first, and think them over. 
Could we go to your digs ? ’ 

‘Darling, I’m so sorry, but it’s late and I’ve got rather a 
demon landlady. Could we find a quiet corner in the Mitre, 
do you think?’ 

They set out with speed and resolution, and were soon 
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cooling their passions with hot coifee in an empty writing- 
room. Clare quickly scribbled a long-hand version of her 
shorthand notes, and then handed them across and sat with 
pencil poised, waiting for more. 

‘Suspects,* began Richard. ‘This is going to be extremely 
unrewarding. Where on earth shall we start?* 

‘ Let’s go through all the people that had anything to do 
with the infant Perdita to-day. I gather that it was a wildly 
social day for her, because she isn’t generally taken out of 
her own garden. So we might get some clues from consider- 
ing all the outsiders that have come across her to-day.* 

‘ Right. Well, the morning’s out ; the baby was in the back 
garden from ten-thirty onwards.’ 

‘Yes. And in the afternoon she was taken out by that nice 
nannie,’ said Clare. ‘Surely you don’t suspect herf* 

‘Why not?* he replied. ‘How do you know she’s nice? 
Have you ever thought what a gamble it is engaging a 
nannie? They come down and apply for the job, and gener- 
ally you just like their faces and engage ’em on the spot. Or 
if you go into their references, all you know is that they’ve 
looked after other people’s children for a few years pre- 
viously, and seemed to make out all right. You don’t know 
anything about them - what their parents and friends are 
like, how they’ve lived, and whi-**: sort of record they had 
before they left home. This girl may have been beaten by a 
lunatic parent every night during her formative ^ears. . . . ’ 
‘Pretty hard-wearing material if so. Still — ’ 

‘Or she may be keeping a cad lover.’ 

‘Now there we have something.* Clare sat up eagerly. ‘I 
don’t believe that good nannies are the type who’d commit 
a crime for their own advantage. But she would do a lot to 
keep somebody else out of trouble, if she was fond of them - 
father or lover or what not. Look, supposing this hypo- 
thetical somebody is desperately short of money, couldn’t 
Nannie have arranged for the baby to be kidnapped and 
held to ransom by someone or other ? Not one of her charges, 
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.IS she might get into trouble for that. A baby for whom she 
isnU responsible, but whose time-table she knows very well ? ' 

‘Do keep the list of minor characters down,* said Richard 
ironically. ‘This isn’t a British film. We’ve got a hypothetical 
demon lover and a hypothetical accomplice already. Why 
the latter, by the way?’ 

‘Because Nannie was minding her own children next door 
from five till seven. She couldn't have taken the baby aw^ay 
herself.’ 

‘Stupid of me - yes, of course. Still, 1 haven’t actually 
come across a rase of kidnapping Ibr ransom in England 
since I went in.o the Force. Lots in America, of course. But 
here people tell the police at once, .ind the money doesn't 
get paid, surely ? ’ 

‘I wonder,’ she said slowly. ‘ You only hear of the citses 
where the police are called in. V\ell, we can’t possibly know 
until and unless a demand for ransom turns uj). But 1 do 
think we should look into Nannie’s retcrence.s and family life, 
don’t you?’ 

‘Yes, or get the sergeant to do it. We might leave liiin to 
do the more asinine parts of the donkey-w'ork. Now : another 
suspect?’ 

‘This Dr Field that met them in the Bestiarick Gardens 
and seemed so interested in the baby?* 

‘Oh, Field,* said Richard impatiently. ‘Tedious man. We 
all know aliout Field.’ 

‘You’ll all have to tell me then,’ said Clare. ‘I don’t. 
Remember 1 only stopped being an undergraduate l;xst 
year, and these things are still too high for me.’ 

‘ Field is a prophet to some people and a figure of fun to 
others. I know a bit about him from Peter 'Foms. Field’s 
attached to his college in a loose kind of way, I believe. Any- 
how, he has lots of stories about him. He sounds like a blame- 
less eccentric. He’s Reader in Post-Embryonic Psychology.’ 

‘In whai psychology?’ said Clare, opening her eyes very 
wide. 
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‘ Post-Embryonic Psychology. The job was specially 
created for him by the P.P.S. Board. He has some bee in his 
bonnet about real human nature - thmks it is only observable 
in its pure form in savages and very young children and 
some of the higher apes. All that exists in the more complex 
types is an irrelevant accretion and blinds us to the true 
issues.’ 

‘1 sec,’ said Clare with distaste. ‘Poetry and Reason and 
Morals take your mind off the grand facts of Hunger and 
Fear and Pain, so they .are opiates and must be discarded.’ 

‘ Kept in their place, anyhow. He thinks a working plan 
for society can’t be made till we have got right down (notice 
how he uses “down” - always in a laudaton/ sense) to the 
fundamental urges of the race, as he calls them.’ 

‘Oh, well, he never will,’ said Glare, with relief. '^So he 
can’t make a plan.’ 

‘Can’t he just? You underestimate the man. It’s said that 
he’s practically completed a form of government for chim- 
panzees, which can afterwards be applied, with slight modi- 
fications, to any kind of ar thropoid society.’ 

‘ Dear Heaven ! And you call him a blameless eccentric ! ’ 
She threw up her hands. ‘A fanatic of tlie most destructive 
sort, I should say.’ 

‘Oh, well,’ he replied tcmperanrly, ‘he denies some of the 
things you and I hold most precious. But I don’t think w’C 
ought to argue from that denial to his being a cilminal and 
a baby-snatclicr. That would ]>e wickedly fanatical of us. 
You’ll be talkijig about good men and bad men in a minute, 
if you go on like that.’ He looked at her severely and she 
subsided. 

‘As a matter of fact,’ he continued, ‘ Mrs Link has told us 
that he lives off Merton Street in a small house with a single 
servant. Furthermore, that he lives a regular and quiet life, 
works like a beaver, and goes away to attend conferences 
more than anyone else in Oxford.’ 

‘A pernicious habit,’ she interjected. ‘People who go to 
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conferences have no friends. I still say he ought to be locked 
up. Still, let’s be moderate and put it like this. No discern- 
ible motive, no more opportunity than anyone else, alibi, if 
any, not known. Grounds for suspicion, general tediousness 
and known interest in post-embryos. Why did he want to 
measure this one, anyhow?’ 

‘Oh, science,’ said Richard vaguely. ‘They’re always 
measuring things. But we meander. I’ll interview liim later. 
Meanwhile, I’ve got a much better suspect for you next on 
the list.’ 

‘Ha! Which is it to be, the Mysterious Foreign Intruder 
or the Cursing Gipsy ? * 

‘The M.F.I. first. The G.G. later. Oh, lord!' he groaned, 
running his fingers through his black hair with a hunted 
look. ‘Have I got to track down another liarmlcss little man 
just because he’s a persecuted refugee? They hardly let me 
do anything else at the Yard but round up these tainted 
wethers of the flock on the chance of their being goats. And 
they’re mostly sheep at that, and generally very frightened 
ones, because innocence hasn’t been much good to them in 
the past once they came up against the police.* 

‘I know,* she said. ‘I’m a pro-Semite, too, by pure re- 
action. But he’s probably quite easily cleared, in any case. 
People are always walking about one’s house in Oxford, you 
know. Very few front doors are locked, and very few house- 
holders art on their own - nearly everyone has some sort of 
lodger.’ 

‘Do they really? Things have changed a bit since I was 
up, I suppose. I remember even then, wondering why there 
weren’t far more robberies in the colleges. Every thing, was 
left open and the town was full of tramps, and even if you 
were discovered in someone else’s room you could always 
say you had mistaken it for another. I believe you could 
clear twenty pounds in loose change any afternoon by just 
picking up unconsidered trifles from the rooms while people 
were out, and yet I never heard of its being done.’ 
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‘ Yes, and why stop there ? Why not steal letters or clothes, 
too? Oxford must be an amazingly honest place.’ 

‘I suppose it is,’ said Richard; ^but that only gives a 
better chance to the dishonest. This man may have been 
Nannie’s accomplice spying out the land and making sure 
that the coast was clear before he stole the baby.’ 

‘And he may equally well have been just what he said he 
was.’ 

‘ Tell me,’ said Richard ; ‘ to give me an idea how general 
this habit of barging in can be in digs as distinct from colleges 
- how many unknown persons have burst in an you this term ? * 

‘Only three,’ she replied tranquilly. ‘And only one was 
difficult to get rid of.’ 

‘Was he?’ growled Richard threateningly. ‘Wish I’d 
been there.’ 

‘Not a he, darling, a she. Trying to get me to sign a peti- 
tion for equal pay for women. Of course I couldn’t.’ 

‘ Why not ? ’ he asked, with interest. ‘Aren’t you in favour ? ’ 

‘It isn’t that,’ she replied seriously; ‘but I never sign 
things, you see, because of the Revolution.’ 

‘What? Have you made a vow never to sign anything, 
drink wine or cut your hair till the Great Red Dawn has 
shone?’ 

‘No, silly. When there’s a revci'ition they will dig up all 
the records and they might find one’s name in the lists. And 
then, if it was the wrong party, one would be dorte for. So I 
never associate myself with anything involving petitions or 
lists of supporters. Don’t you think that’s sensible?’ 

‘ I think,’ he replied, laughing, ‘ that it b as cautious as the 
White Knight’s mouse-traps and just about as much good. 
My poor love, you will be frightfully compromised by marry- 
ing a policeman - for I suppose we shall go down with the 
established order, whether it’s shot to pieces from the right 
or the left. But this conversation bn’t getting us an^^here. 
You agree that we ought to look into the case of the Mys- 
terious Foreigner?’ 
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‘ Yes. W e don ’t know his name, though, or where }ic eoines 
Irom/ she objected. 

*We have our methods, Watson. The Press, the 
the Home Office lists of aliens. We’d make the sergeant do 
ail that. And now’ - Richard brightened up - ‘we come to 
the Case of the Cursing Gipsy. Here, I may say, I am in my 
element, becaust I know a heJ of a lot about gipsies." 

‘You look a bit like one yourself.’ She considered his lean 
brown face and his rough raven hair. ‘Have you any gipsy 
blood ? ’ 

‘I’he best black blood, as they call it ? No, I don’t thinkso.’ 

‘Or are you a second George Borrow? Oh, not in char- 
acter, heaven forbid, but in habits? Do you sit on the steps 
of caravans in your spare time, conversing in the authentic 
lingo ? ’ 

'Wagons, not caravans. Good lord, no!’ He chuckled. ‘I 
hardly know about anything at first hand. I'm the sort of 
idiot that knows the signal flags of the Merchant Navy and 
tlie ritual programme of tlic Polynesia Jis and so on, and that 
sort of knowledge gives me intense pleasure. But it's all from 
books. I know masses of Romany words, but I haven’t an 
idea how to pronounci; them. Still, I might be aide to bluff 
a bit, don’t you think?’ 

‘And make them think you’re a “half-blooded fellow?” 
Well, it w'OuJd be fun to try. J could linger on the outskirts 
of the camfp getting oif with the men, and you could pene- 
trate into the centre and mutter charms to the queen.’ 

‘There’s only the iniliiontli chance tliat she’d be the 
Q^uecn of Little Kgypt." (Richard was showing off.) ‘ But it’s 
quite true that the real boss of any camp is the old woman.’ 

‘First, find your gipsies,’ said Glare warningly. ‘How’s 
that done?* 

„‘It shouldn’t be too hard,’ he answered; ‘but we’ll have 
to wait till the morning. The bast part - I use the term ad- 
visedly - of the Oxford City Police are snoring in their beds, 
'f’here’s just an old man and .a boy at the station. And that’s 
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quite apart from the well-known difficulty of seeing in the 
dark. But to-rnorrow morning early, we can find out which 
of the villages round about have gipsy camps near them. 
Then v^e’ll get them to give us a car, and we’ll go all round 
till we find a middle-aged cursing gipsy of terrifying aspect. 
We’ll have a proper adventure.’ 

‘It does occur to me to wonder,’ put in Clare, ‘why you 
suspect her and what you’re going to ask her.’ 

‘Bless you, my dear,’ he answered placidly. ‘I suspect her 
upon instinct. So did Mrs l-ink, you notice. Gipsies and 
fairies arc the only two classes of the population who make a 
regular practice of stealing babies. Don’t be so pedantic.’ 
He rose and shook himself. ‘ I must go down to the station 
and put the routine inquiries in hand. Who was seen near 
the house? Who last saw the baby in the pram? All that 
stuff.’ 

‘ You can’t see small babies in prams unless you peek right 
in,’ said Clare. ‘They’re just humps with blankets over 
them. However . . . Come and see me to the corner.’ 




Friday 


CHAPTER FIVE 

On the following morning early, before the dew was dry, 
Clare set out from her lodging and began walking down 
Parks Road in the sunshine to meet Richard. But his gal- 
lantry did not suffer the reverse of being caught on his own 
doorstep. Before she had gone a third of the way, she saw his 
tall loping figure running to meet her in the distance. He 
was beside her almost at once, not at all winded, though he 
had been going very fast. After a minute, Richard became 
practical. 

‘Darling, have you had breakfast?’ 

Clare nodded. ‘And you?* 

‘ Yes, in a manner of speaking. Let’s go down to the police 
station then, and pick up our car and our sergeant. My dear, 
we are going to have a lovely day.’ 

‘It makes me feel rather heartless, though,’ said Clare. 
‘That poor little Link woman’s tormented with sorrow and 
anxiety about her baby. And yr^ I can’t help being happy. 
I don’t see how anyone could, with you about.’ 

Richard flushed, looked down and up agai^ mischiev- 
ously. ‘On the contrary,’ he said, ‘you should have seen 
their faces when they were giving me breakfast at the Mitre. 

‘ “ / am down before ar^oru^s up in the place^ 

Thai isy up before anyone^ s down. 

The domestics are awed by the shape of my face 
And they tremble in fear at my frown.^* 

But you don’t seriously say that it’s a duty to be miserable ? 
Remember “ like as May month flowereth and flourishetli in 
many gardens, so in like wise let every man of worship flour- 
ish his heart in this world.’” 
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‘What’s that? It sounded nice.’ 

‘Malory. My cliicf guide to conduct, though you 
wouldn’t think it, would you? Judging by results. Well, 
conic and flourish your licart in the police station, and let’s 
go out with all our bannei-s flying. They’ve given me a ser- 
geant to help us, and a car I’ve got a list of the encamp- 
ments within ten miles of Cxford, but I don’t know yet 
which of them are gipsy ones.’ 

They passed hand-in-hand through the glories of R.id- 
cliflfe Square, crossed the High, and came by shabby little 
by-ways to St Aldate’s. After the fresh morning left outside, 
the police station with its brown paint seemed dark and air- 
less. Richard announced his arrival, and they stood and 
waited in the sun outside liie main door. Very soon tiieir 
sergeant came rolling out to iliein. He was a fat man with a 
drooping moustache and the small melancholy eyes of a 
bloodhound. 

‘’Morning, sir,’ he said. ‘Plummer's the name. It’s very 
kind of you to help us out. We're up to the eyes 'cre, what 
with the cycles and Americans, and all ( ur best men are 
busy. I'here’s on’y old chaps like me left now.’ He looked up 
sadly at Richard’s face as though wailing for a pat on the 
head. Suddenly something like a smile spread outwards 
from the moustache over the pond-like surHiceof his features. 
‘See you before, sir, 'aven’t I ? Never forgets a foce.’ 

‘ Really 1 ’ said Richard, bending down for a closer look. 

‘ Wliere was that? Your face docs seem vaguely fluniliar, but 
I don’t connect it with police work.’ 

The sergeant looked up at him with bloodhound’s (^yes. 
‘It’d be some time ago, sir, before you was in the Force. 
When you was one of tlie young gentlemen.’ He paused. 
Richard’s memory focused suddenly. 

‘Good lord ! It wasn’t j/wm who got me by the seat of rny 
bags when I was climbing into college ! ’ 

‘On’y at first, sir, if you remember. I thought you was 
breaking and entering.’ 
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‘And when you found it was my own college you gave me 
a leg up.’ 

‘That’s right, sir,’ said Plummer, delighted. ‘And you sat 
there on the window-sill singing “Rule Britannia.”’ 

‘And well I might. You’d saved me seven and six.’ 

The sergeant looked puzzled. ‘I oughtn’t to a took it, I 
know, sir. But^oM gave me — ’ 

‘I know'. But it would have been ten bob to the Dean if 
rd called out the porter. I should stick out for more next 
time, if 1 were you. Not,’ he added, sighing, ‘that there’ll be 
any next time for me. “ Presume not that I am the thing I 
was.” Oh, well, this is very pleasant. But look, I must intro- 
duce you. Sergeant Plummer, Miss Liddicote. I’m spending 
my leave here to see Miss Liddicote - or was, rather. I don’t 
suppose there’ll be much of it left when this case is over. So 
now she’s coming round with us to sec how we do things in 
the Force.’ 

‘What a shame, miss,’ he said sympathetically if ob- 
scurely. ‘And you’re only young once, as they say.’ 

Richard stifiened and seemed about to put the man in his 
place, but Clare smiled into the innocent canine eyes. 

‘I’m looking forward to it,’ she said. ‘It’ll be a detective 
story come true. I’m longing to see how you set about this 
sort of thing.’ 

‘Well s’matter of fact, miss, so am I,’ he replied con- 
fidentially. ‘I’ve never been assigned to a Yard Case before. 
We’ve got one of the new cars, sir. Very nice, she is; we’ve 
on’y just finished running her in. I’ll just bring ’er round, if 
you don’t mind waiting a minute.’ 

‘ Richard, what an extraordinary policeman ! ’ said Glare 
when he had bustled out of earshot. ‘ I always thought they 
had enormous boots. But he’s got the most ridiculous little 
feet. He looks like a humming-top.’ 

Richard laughed. ‘They were a bit apologetic about 
assigning him to me, as a matter of fact, but he was the only 
one they could spare. They said he wasn’t very bright, but 
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apparently he*s a wonder with drunks - that’s why they 
keep him on. I think tlyjyVe got a sneaking aflfection for him, 
too. Anyhow, he’ll do all right for us ; we only want someone 
to drive and stand by to run messages. I’ll supply the 
brains.’ 

‘Touch wood,’ said Clare, enjoying the vigour of his 
pride. ‘Anyhow, Pluiiiiner rcinembercd your face and you 
didn’t remember his.’ 

‘ How could anyone ? You might as well try to remember a 
Victoria plum.’ Richard ran a finger down his own fine nose. 
‘I was a bit drunk at the time, actually. I hope he won’t 
babble the story all over Oxford.’ 

‘Don’t worry, Richard, dear. He looks too nice to do that. 
Tell me, where are we going to ? ’ 

‘Well, there’s a camp in one of those green lanes out at 
Little Haseley, beyond Wheatley. I thought we might try 
there first. It's a district that gipsies like.’ 

‘Lovely. Show me the photograph of the baby again to 
refresh my memory, and I’ll look at all the babies we see.’ 
Richard handed over a small snapshot of a white sausage- 
shaped bundle with a dark mop at one end of it. ‘ Goodness ! ’ 
she said. ‘ I hope all babies don’t look like that. It makes me 
quite nervous about marriage.’ 

‘Doesn’t look very human, does it?’ he agreed. ‘Look, 
here’s the car.’ 

Plummer drove with surprising skill, and Richard and 
Clare sat in the back seat, Richard leaning forw^ard every 
now and then to give him directions. They swept down the 
spacious curves of the High, over Magdalen Bridge, and 
through the long drabness of Cowley. Once well out of tlie 
town they turned off the main road and drove between green 
hedges past fields of buttercups and young corn. They 
passed through four villages which Richard named from his 
map, turned down an even smaller and bumpier road, and 
arrived at last at the policeman’s cottagie at Little Haseley. 
The policeman was planting out cauliflowers in his garden, 
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but came hurrying to the road when he saw the official car 
and Plummer’s uniform. 

‘ It’s not far out o’ the village,’ he replied to Plummer’s 
question. ‘Just past the little wood there’s a turning to the 
right. Go down that a bit and the camp’s on the left. It’s 
only a step.’ 

‘Then we’ll walk. I think we’d better keep the police car 
out of this,* said Richard. ‘You stay here, Plummer, and 
we’ll go along by ourselves and explore. They’ll only be 
alarmed and secretive if they know we’re the police. I’ll 
whistle if there’s any trouble.’ 

They passed the little wood and went up the narrow lane. 
Soon they saw on their left one of those grassy green roads 
which must once have been a pleasant feature of the English 
countryside. This one, like most of its kind, had thick hedges 
grown up with trees on either side, which had gradually 
draivn closer and closer together till most of the road had 
become choked up, and you could only push your way up it 
with difficulty. A footpath ran beside it outside the right- 
hand hedge through the plough-land, and was now used 
instead of the overgrown roadway, which was no more than 
a wide wooded ditch. But just at the mouth, where it 
branched off the road, it was still broad and open, an 
oval space of smooth green tu' enclosed by hawthorns 
and young ash trees. Here they saw a ragged brown tent, 
a shabby red caravan, an old horse grazing; and four 
people moving round a fire. Someone was making a deaf- 
ening noise hammering metal. Richard followed the 
sound and found a horny-faced man with a sack over 
liis shoulders sitting on a box behind the tent and ham- 
mering a round plug on to a black iron saucepan. He 
looked up as their shadows fell across his work, but said 
nothing. 

‘Good morning,’ said Richard. ‘Does this road go any- 
where, d’you know? We started down it and it seems to be 
choked up.’ 
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‘D’no,’ said the man. ‘Never been down.’ He spat and 
returned to his hammering. 

‘I diought it might run across to Hiiscley,’ shouted 
Richard^ determined to draw hhii out. 

The man stopped hammering. ‘Never been down/ he 
repeated. 

He raised his hammer again. Clare plunged in desperately. 
‘That’s a good strong saucepan/ she said. ‘You don’t 
often see them like that now.’ 

He laid the hammer right down and took out his pipe. 
‘Ah/ he said with enthusiasm. ‘Lots more wear in ’cr. 
Alyminiurn/ he spat vigorously. ‘Bloody silver paper, lliat 
is. Ah ! Don’t ’ardly need a tin-opener. Come apart in ycr 
’and. You got any pots to mend, lady?’ 

‘No, I’m afraid I don’t live here,’ said Clare. ‘Why, are 
you a tinker ? ’ 

‘Ah.* He jerked his chin to the two women and the old 
man by the fire. ‘That’s right.’ 

‘We thought you were gipsies at first, when we saw the 
caravan.’ 

He said notlxing, but spat again and looked wooden and 
impenetrable. 

‘Are there any gipsies about tliese parts?’ asked Richard. 
The man shook his head and resumed his hammering. 
They looked despairingly at each other and crept away, 
followed by the wary and stolid gaze of four pairs of 
eyes. 

‘It’s like talking to saurians,’ said Richard, ‘or waiting 
for a pebble to come down a glacier. I’m no good with 
tinkers obviously. Still, I am at least convinced that they 
aren’t gipsies.’ 

‘Why?’ said Clare. ‘Do they look different?’ 

‘ Oh, yes ! Wrong sort of hair and too stiff and stocky. Any- 
how, gipsies never are tinkers. Tinkers are a different breed 
altogether, though they’re nearly as ancient and exclusive. 
Tinkers have a language of their own, too - or had if it’s not 
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died out - but they’re much more quiet and law-abiding 
than gipsies are and much less interesting.’ 

‘Hark at the voice of the Law!’ said Clare. *Oh, dear, I 
feel very flat. When a chap keeps spitting at me and says 
“Ah” it simply ruins my self-confidence. Let’s go on quickly 
to tlie next place. Where is it?’ 

‘ Right the other side of Oxford,’ he said. ‘ It would be. 
Place called Mayfield on the outskirts of Wychwood. Oh, 
yes, and there’s a caravan reported at Ducklington. We can 
take that on the way.* 

They found Plummer and the village police constable 
passionately discussing the growing of vegetables, and 
avoided Plummer’s wistful eye as they bore him away. Back 
they went with another horrible view of Cowley on the way 
to Oxford, and much more traffic this time to contend with 
in the town. The grotesque Station Gothic of North Oxford, 
decently veiled behind a multitude of flowering trees, and 
the staring little villas of Summertown, gave way to flat 
fields and low hedges, as they turned westwards for Witney 
and Ducklington. The “encampment” turned out to be a 
single motor-trailer caravan housing a don and liis wife who 
had foolishly given up their house in Oxford in order to go 
abroad during the war and serve their country, and now had 
nowhere to live. The caravan was large, but overflowing 
with books and cooking utensils. The husband had already 
gone out for the day, and the wife, a fair fat young woman in 
a blue smock, brushed her hair out of her eyes and did her 
best to be helpful. They had seen no gipsies. ‘But of course,’ 
she said, ‘my husband has to be in college most of the time, 
which means he catches a bus to Oxford early in the morn- 
ing when he’s half asleep, and I quite often go witli him to 
house-hunt. Not that it’s any good, but I’m having a baby 
in December so we have to keep on trying. So we aren’t 
really in touch with local affairs. Excuse me.* She suddenly 
went green in the face and dashed to the hedge. Clare was 
about to follow her, but Richard whispered, ‘Come on! 
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Let the poor thing be sick in peace!’ and led her firmly 
away. ^ 

*How did you know?’ she asked in awe. 

*I’ve been a P.C. in my time, you know. Once I only just 
escaped having to deliver twins. The woman threatened to 
commit suicide if I left her before the nurse arrived. Which, 
I may say, she only just did the nick of time. Lord ! I was 
glad to see her.’ 

‘Well, it’s nice to think that one of us will have some ex- 
perience already,’ said she. ‘ Where are we going now ? ’ 

‘Mayfield, up in the hills.’ 

The car passed back through Witney and soon began to 
climb up narrow roads into tlie heart of the Cotswold coun- 
try. There were small steep hills slanting one across the other 
in high humps, with narrow hidden valleys between them. 
The fields were smaller and had bigger hedges, and there 
were frequent dark copses. It was a beautiful but secretive 
countryside. The hills and woods pressed closely down, and 
the travellers could never see farther than the slope above 
them. Over the hill or in the centre of the wood, one felt, the 
possibility of panic fear might lie, for all that the sun shone 
so warmly. 

‘Queer country, this,* said Richard. ‘They were not far 
wrong when they named it Wychwood.’ 

‘Funny,’ said Clare. ‘I was going to say that.’ 

They did not, however, talk any more, as they had to read 
the map and direct Plummer. They stopped, after many 
twists and turns, not at Mayfield, but at Harton, the village 
next before it, for Mayfield, though it had its own church, 
did not run to its own policeman. The constable was in his 
garden putting in his late peas. He told them that gipsies 
were encamped in a clearing on the edge of a wood, just be- 
yond the village. 

‘ I did ’ear they were ’aving a funeral there to-day. One o* 
the gippos. They was over *crc on Wednesday orderin’ the 
coffin. Mr Benson, that’s the carpenter, ’c told me it was for 
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a child o* three - a awkward size. ’E *ad to make one 
specially, ’e said, and ’e charged *en^a tidy price. But they 
paid up without any fuss, brass ’andles and all. It^s- surpris- 
ing where they gets the money, ain’t it?* 

Richard looked interested. ‘What time is the funeral?* he 
asked. ‘ I don’t want to go there and find them all in church.* 

‘Ten o’clock it was, I believe. Funny time for a funeral,* 
he said disapprovingly. ‘ Yes, they’re a queer lot, them gip- 
pos, and no mistake.’ 

'This is lucky in a way,* said Richard when they were in 
the car again. ‘The funeral must be over by now, and they’ll 
all be in the camp, if they’re true gipsies, because they have 
a custom of fasting between a death and a burial and they’ll 
be cooking their first meal since at least Thursday. So they’re 
sure to be about. Sergeant Plummer, will you drop us out- 
side the village and wait for us there? I think we’d better 
keep the uniform out of it for the present.’ 

When the car stopped, Richard turned out his pockets. 
He handed his wallet to the sergeant, together with his 
watch and his silver cigarette-case. He kept one pound note 
wliich he tucked away in an inner pocket. 

‘ Have you got any valuables ? ’ he said to Clare. ‘ We shall 
have to let them pick our pockets if we are to get on good 
terms with them, and my idea is tu let them have some loose 
change and no more.’ 

Clare turned out her handbag, and handed over a sha- 
green cigarette-case, a powder-box, a pearl necklace, and a 
small purse. Richard’s last letter to her was there too. She 
hesitated over this, but could not bring herself to part with it. 

‘Here’s five bob in loose silver,’ said Richard. ‘Don’t 
worry, it all comes out of your rates and taxes.’ 

Clare took the money without argument. 

‘Now, my plan is this,’ said he. ‘We go into the camp on 
the pretence of your wanting to have your fortune told. One 
of the younger subordinate women - if there are any - will 
probably be told off to do this. (She isn’t likely to get it right, 
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SO don’t worry. Fortune-teUing for money is usually just 
clever patter - the real^clairvoyantcs will only do their stuff 
when the spirit moves them, and even then it’s generally for 
special friends.) Meanwhile, I, using my alarmingly theoret- 
ical knowledge (how do you pronounce the stuff?) will try to 
establish contact with the oldest woman there ~ who is the 
real boss of the sliow - and see if I can get information about 
the gipsy who came to Merton Street yesterday. It’s a pretty 
forlorn hope and it may take a long time, so spin your inter- 
view out as much as you can, will you, darling?’ 

They ibund the encampment by the roadside in a cleared 
place that had been woodland. Behind it a forest of great 
knotted oaks stretched away as far as the eye could see. One 
of them had its roots in a deep still pool. There was a strange 
assortment of vehicles: two shabby wagons, a light open 
cart, and two very old cars. Smoke was rising from the chim- 
neys of both wagons and there was a smell of cooking in the 
air. There seemed to be three or four gipsies. They could only 
see one child among them - a boy of about five years old. 

A dark young man with gold rings in his ears, rather like 
Richard in physical type, but not so tall, was sitting on the 
ground before one of the wagons. A thick stake about a foot 
high was driven into the earth in front of him. A heap of dry 
v/illow-wands, peeled and cut into five-inch lengths, lay at 
his side. He had an old kitchen knife, much shortened and 
sharpened, in his left hand, and with this he was making 
clothes-pegs. He rested his left hand with the knife in it on 
the stake, and moved the peg against the knife with his right, 
whittling it with great speed and dexterity. The chips flew, 
and it was done. He tossed it down on his other side and was 
reaching for a new sliver when he saw Richard and Clare 
watching him. 

Richard immediately advanced. ^Sarishan?* he said, and 
stretched out his hand. It seemed to Clare standing behind 
him that he was shaking hands in a complicated way, but 
she could not see how it was done. 
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^Sar'shariy bor^^ said the gipsy surprisedly. ‘Who taught you 
to shake ’ands like us chaps do?’ 

‘That’s a long story,’ said Richard evasively. ‘ I’m Richard 
Ringwood. Maybe’ - he was bluffing in the grand manner - 
‘you've heard of me. I’ve brought this lady along because 
she wants to have her fortune told. Have you a wife here who 
can dukker?^ 

He took a couple of half-crowns out of his pocket and 
handed them to Clare. ‘ Here,’ he said, ‘ you must cross her 
palm with silver, you know.’ 

‘But I’ve got lots of money on me already,’ said Glare, 
playing up splendidly. ‘I don’t need any more. Oh, well, 
jast for luck, then ! ’ 

'This seemed to decide the young man, who had been 
looking doubtful. He asked them to wait and swung himself 
up into the nearer wagon. They could hear him speaking in a 
low voice. Another voice answered him, resonant and husky, 
whether a man’s or woman’s they could not tell. The person 
insitle the wagon seemed to be scolding and arguing, and the 
young gipsy to be giving soft answers. Finally, the person in- 
side appeared. She was a gigantic woman with strange 
smouldering eyes in a gaunt face. She might have been any 
age from forty-five to sixty. Glare heard Richard catch in his 
breath sharply. She glanced at h*.n but his face was impas- 
sive. 'Fhe gipsy woman came unsteadily down the steps of 
the wagon and Richard greeted her too with a strange word. 
She replied almost absently* "Kusko divves, brother,’ and 
leaned against the steps. 

‘ My name is Richard Ringwood,’ he said. ‘ You are Mrs- - ’ 

‘Buckland. We're all Bucklands here,’ put in the young 
man. 

‘ You hold your tongue, Jack,’ said the woman sharply, 
drawing herself up. ‘ Well, what can I do for you, my fine 
gentleman, and your pretty lady ? She has a lucky face,’ she 
went on almost automatically. ‘ Gross the poor gipsy’s palm 
with silver and it’ll bring you luck.’ 
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The mechanical begging whine jarred on Richard for a 
moment, but then he, looked up again and saw iier standing 
with one arm across her breast^ ragged and battered and yet 
extraordinarily majestic. She looks like a mother of slaugh- 
tered kings, he thought. But I’m a policeman ; I must stick 
to my business. Yet there was involuntary respect in his 
voice as he asked : 

‘Would you be tlie widow of Plato Buckland ? ' 

‘And who was he, then?’ The strange eyes mocked him, 
but at least did not disregard him. 

‘Why, Plato Buckland that had the fine Romany funeral,* 
said Richard readily, thanking heaven for his esoteric reading. 
‘At Reading it was, and all the Bucklands were there. Both his 
wagons were burnt, in the old way, and everything in them.’ 

‘Aye,’ she said, with bowed head, as if to herself, ‘and we 
should have burnt the horses, too. There’s no luck in a dead 
man’s horses — * Her voice sank to a mutter, and then she 
threw up her head and squared her shoulders. 

‘ Petronella ! ’ she called across the clearing. ‘Come here 
now, and be quick. Take the pretty lady to your wagon and 
dukker her drey. As for you, young man’ - she turned back to 
Richard with no trace of her former servility, but like one 
assuming a right - ‘come in here. Where did the likes of you 
sec Plato Buckland ? * 

She led the way up the steps into the w'agon, moving heavily 
and steadying herself with one hand, and sank on to the far 
end of the bunk which ran along one side. Richard followed 
and sat at the other end, his elbows on his knees. The wagon 
was clean but intolerably hot because of the cooking stove. 
The stove burned fiercely under a simmering black pot, 
which gave out a rich aromatic steam. There was a black 
bottle half-full on a shelf, and the old woman drank a 
draught and passed it on to him. He took a cautious taste ; 
it was hot and heady ; it w<is rum. He passed the bottle back. 
Out of the tail of his eye he could see Clare and the young 
gipsy Petronella going into the other wagon. 
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‘ I never met Plato Buckland myself/ he said, ‘ but I heard 
of the funeral from the Herons/ (Thc^Herons were a York- 
shire tribe, so he hoped that he was on safe ground.) *That 
was the last of the real Romany funerals, they say.* 

‘And what do you know of Romany funerals, young man ?* 

‘ I know of the death-tent,* said Richard, wlio felt like one 
walking on a razor-edge, ‘and tlie burning. I know of the 
candle at the head, and the long watches through the night. 

I know of the holy bread, and the thorn-tree on the grave. 
Is tliat enougli for you ?* 

He devoutly hoped it was, for it was almost the sum total 
of his knowledge, acquired as lately as a month ago ; and he 
looked up under his brows to see how she was taking it. 

For answer there came only a belch - a primeval belch, 
very deep and hollow - and the woman reached for the 
bottle and drank again. Lord, he thought, is she drunk? 
And if she is, can I get any sense out of her ? Then he felt her 
eyes on him again, and was obscurely ashamed of his 
thoughts under the uncanny sadness of her look. 

‘Why do you talk about funerals, young man? What 
brings you here ? ’ 

‘It was just luck,* he said. ‘We were passing by and we 
saw the wagons, and the lady witli me asked to have her for- 
tune told. I don’t know why. Perl, ps the spirit moved her.* 

She started at his last words and looked uneasy. Richard 
realized that he had unwittingly shaken her by the manner of 
his expression ; for her people believed, he knew, that spirits 
thronged the air at a funeral season, and perhaps she had 
taken his last words literally. Perhaps the fasting or the drink 
had increased her fancies. His own head was beginning to 
swim with the heat and the strange smells. 

‘ I l^uried my grandchild to-day,* she said slowly and as if 
unwillingly. 

‘I’m very sorry,* he replied simply. ‘Was it a boy or a 
girl?* 

‘A litde girl, a mite of two months.’ The toneless words 
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were slurred and thick. ‘Only two montlis she lived, and 
always sickly. I saw it<in her little hand the day she was bom. 
And there’s no more to come. No more. She was tlie last.’ 

The woman sat with bowed head, as still as a mountain. . 

‘It’s hard. Yes, it’s hard to lose her, and hard to pay for 
her burying.’ 

‘Have you tried,’ said r.ichard, forcing liimself to the 
question, ‘to sell your pf*gs and baskets in Oxford? It's a big 
place, and you could sell plenty there.’ 

‘Yesterday,’ she said dully. ‘Yesterday it w’as I walked 
there. A big place, a hard place. I didn’t sell the half ol" 
them.’ Then, with a sudden, shocking return to the begging 
whine, so spiritless that it could not even have been effective : 
‘Help the poor gipsies, kind gentleman. Help the poor old 
Romany woman to bury her daughter’s child. It’ll bring 
you luck.’ 

Richard never knew whether his ne.xt action wiis prompted 
by real compassion or by his sense of outrage at seeing her 
dignity so lowered - the impulse at least was wholly towards 
Jier, and he remembered this later when he was trying to 
account for what followed. He pulled tlic single pound note 
from his pocket, and then, feeling it was too little, undid his 
jacket, ripped open the lining, and drew out the five-pound 
note that he always kept sewn inside, lie offered her the 
money without a word. 

She stretched out a hand and took it gropingly, but her 
eyes did not follow her hand in the natural way. 'I'licy were 
fixed unwaveringly on his face - or nither, he felt, not on his 
face but on his very being, searching it with a strange and 
awful light. She .seemed lo have become nothing else but a 
naked power of vision, .seeing his fraud, his justice, his sym- 
pathy, his suspicion - seeing it all impersonally, without a 
shadow of judgement. As those eyes beat upon him he tried 
with all his power to turn away his own, but he could not; 
yet it was not fear that held him, but a terrible curiosity ; his 
mind was perfectly clear, c\’ery .<sensc unnaturally alert. 

64 



FRIDAY 


The eyes came nearer; she must have leaned forward, for 
he could smell her odour of ha^? and sweat, and see a vein 
standini* out on her forehead, 'riien she spoke. 

‘rn tell you.’ The voice had deepened to the tone of a 
plucked cello string. ‘I’ll tell you the truth, young man, no 
hokkihureVj for your great-grandmother was one of us and 
the dupper is on me. Listen ! ’ 

It was strange and terrible to hear her. She began by 
speaking of his past life. He could not always follow the 
voice as it throbbed or failed or fell into outlandish utter- 
ance ; he knew - he could still reason well enough to know - 
tiiat the language was amliiguous and held many meanings. 
Yet there was his life unfolding as he had never uniolded it 
evf*n to himself. Griels buried many years rose again before 
him. 'rhen she seemed to speak of the future. She foretold 
marriage, children, a fight, a sudden death. He sat like a 
kstone, awed as even a rational man must be by the thought 
orVhis own future. And then he heard her say, ‘And we know 
wlAy you are here, yes, we know — ' 

■^■*'iod help me!’ groaned Richard in his heart. ‘That is 
evidfr t*iK*e.’ His licad cleared a little and he was able to draw 
into l^hiiHself and listen more coolly, sifting and weighing the 
hlur^'ed unequal utterance. 

‘ Y?*^es, wc know. A loss, a pre* ’aus thing lost — Ah, l)ut it's 
«)iit o..^f man’s keeping -- all for a Jtmllo rna^ I but there's danger 
there|A^ stowed away - away from the white breast, to the 
dark*^* Augh!' Her nostrils widened, she choked and made 
blind^. ^ pushing movements with both her hands. 
the st^^nk, no more! And s!ie lacks her own, she lacks her 

own..^H.; 

She I '• was in tempestuous motion now, weaving with her 
arms P® and moving her shoulders as if she were trying to shake 
thing off her back. Her hair uncoiled and tumbled 
t her as she tossed her head. But then her movements 
were stilled and she lifted her head and spoke in a fuller, 
clcari* ^er voice. 

3 


sonie*« , 
abouP^ 
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*What is lost will be found. A single loss, a double find, 
one for you and one for another. It will be the same if you 
,£nd it tb«^ay or to-mon'ow or the day after. No man keeps it 
from you.’ 

She suddenly fell back, her eyes shut and her hands slack 
beside her. Richard thought that she had fainted, but when- 
he approached and lifted her upright she opened her eyes 
and looked at him, though in quite a different way. He saw 
that she had old, tired eyes like dull black pebbles and her 
jaw was sagging. 

‘You haven’t told me enough,’ he said. ‘You say you 
know why I’m here?’ 

‘Give me a drink, young man.’ She took the bottle and 
drank deeply. 

‘Well?* he repeated impatiently. ‘Why have I come?’ 
‘Wait. I’m tired. I can’t remember ... for tlie lady, was it? 
That’s right, for the lady’s dukkerinJ* Then she saw the bank- d 
notes beside her, and memory came back. ‘Ah, and you gavacr 
us money for the funeral, God bless you. And you talkards 
Romany, but you couldn’t say it right,’ she added, wit\g U) 
ghost of the old mocking look. t note 

‘ Yes, but after that ? Where’s the child that’s lost ? You iid his 
me yourself. Where’s the baby that was stolen yesterdapound 
‘ 1 don’t know. Never heard of no baby here, onlyer the 
poor little girl that’s dead - dead and buried. Eh, I’m t 
Leave me to sleep.’ iit her 

He could hardly hear the dull, slurred phrases. y were 
‘Were you in Merton Street yesterday afternoon ?£ on his 
took her by the shoulder, shaking her a little. ige and 

‘Eh? I know no such place. Let me be. I haven’t toie but a 
a bite of food since yesterday morning. Let me be, I’vtis sym- 
enough of troubles.’ hout a 

She shut her eyes again. Either she had no memory te tried 
she had said, or she regretted it and was shamming drunld not ; 
stupid. He did not know which, but it seemed clear toity ; his 
that nothing could be gained by questioning her at prert. 
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Her fatigue at least was genuine. He decided to leave her, at 
any rate, for the time. Besides, he doubted if he could stand 
the atmosphere in the wagon a moment longer. With one 
last look at the huddled, untidy figure dozing against the 
wall, he turned and began to clamber down the steps to the 
ground. 

‘The dear God bless you I * said her voice behind him. He 
turned quickly, but she seemed to be asleep. And yet, 
curiously enough, he felt that she had meant it. 


CHAPTER SIX 


Clare was standing a little way off, in desultory conversa- 
tion with Petronella, Jack, and an old man. She disengaged 
herself, however, without difficulty and came over to 


.^Richard. 

‘Richard, are you all right?* she whispered anxiously. 
'^1^‘^ou’re looking frightfully pale. What*s she been doing to 

all right. But don’t talk to me just yet, darling, if you 
mind. I’ve got a lot of stuff in my head and I must 
* ® it down before I forget. Sorry.’ 

*^j,^iey left the camp, went down the lane, and turned the 
in silence, Richard walking with long nervous strides 
therpj. Clare almost running to keep up with him. Round the 
was a field-gate, set slightly back from the road, 
tunied into this little haven, sat down in the hedge- 
the sti ^nd began to write absorbedly in his notebook. Glare 
’« I watched him with controlled impatience. 

She gjjg iiad brought her cigarettes. Richard looked up 
arms moment, pulled a cigarette and box of matches out of 
soineJt^Q^tgj^ and tossed them across to her. Then he returned 
abou writing. She lighted a cigarette and sat very still with 
,^ed eyes. It was so quiet that she could hear the pencil 
clear! j|g paper. 

3 
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Richard shut the book with a snap and Clare started vio- 
lently and looked up. Richard moved over to her. 

‘Hallo, Clare!’ he said. ‘Are you cross with me?* 

‘Hallo, darling!’ she replied rapturously.... ‘Look, we 
shall get ants down our neck.; if we go on like this. Have a 
cigarette.’ 

*Sordida rura^ sighed Richard, sitting up. ‘All right. But I 
want to hear about you first. How did you get on ? Wliere’s 
the matches ? ’ 

‘You’re sitting on them. Oh, well, I had my fortune told 
all right. I wasn't frightfully convinced, I must s.ay. I gave 
her a few false dues, just for fun, and my dear, she swallowed 
them hook, line, and sinker. In fact, she built up the whole 
story' on them. Do you know what? I love a fair man across 
the sea. I think he's left me, but no ; he’s coming back. In 
tact, he’s going to marry me and we shall be frightfully 
rich and have one child. Oh, yes, and I shall have many.s 
lovers.’ to 

‘ Rather a comment on present-day ideas of good fortuihote 
‘Yes, isn’t it? But I must say, she did it very well. Andd his 
pockets and bag w'ere neatly cleared out by the child inound 
wagon with us - at least, I suppose it was the child. I d^r th<* 
see a thing go. But I got my own b.ack while I was wand* 
round waiting for you to come out. I found the remainut her 
fire, and the ash looked a l>it odd - black and crumblyy^ were: 
know, not like wood ash. So I poked about a bit witli ni on his 
and then I bent down, ostensibly to brush my shoe, ge and 
look ! ’ e. l^ut a 

She held up a small strip of white knitted wool. Riiis syni- 
took it delicately in the palm of one hand. thout a 

‘What d’you think it is?’ He did not look as irnpresu: tried 
she expected. Id not ; 

‘Well, it might be the top ol* a baby’s sock, don’tty; his 
think?* rt. 

‘Good God! Yes, I suppose it might. Well, you’ve 
better than I have. I just don’t know what to make i 
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interview.’ He stowed the piece of knitting carefully away in 
an envelope. 

‘Oh, do tell me about it! IVas she the same woman that 
came to Merton Street yesterday?* 

‘Yes. Yes, Pm sure she was. She’s just like Mrs Link’s 
description,'for one thing - figure, clothes, voice, everything. 
And what’s more, she admitted that she was in Oxford 
yesterday.’ 

‘Well, then, what are we waiting for?’ 

‘ Oh, Clare, it isn’t as simple as that. (Though I admit I’m 
a bit shaken by your finding that sock - if it ti a sock, and if 
we can trace it to the Links.) But I don’t think she would steal 
a baby, somehow. You see, half the time she was just a poor 
old woman who’d buried her only grandchild, telling a tale 
of woe with a good deal of caution and a bit of an eye on the 
main chance. But the other half - well, it was a different 
dimension. Like the Sibyl or something. She really is a 


J oplietess of sorts. She told me things I’ve never told any- 
e before. And the queer thing is that in the course of this 
ophecy she got on to the baby. At least, I think she did. 
jan’t quite make it out. I wish you’d read it and tell me 
lat you think.’ 

Clare began to read. She frowned and looked up. 

‘Spots of Mother's death and also of loss of Andrew.' 

‘Who was he?’ 

‘Andrew was a great friend of mine who was killed in the 
ir. But go on to the part about the baby.’ 

‘ Was drinking a good deal of rum. Who was? You or she?’ 
‘She was, of course. I had one sip for politeness.’ 

‘H’m. Was she drunk?’ 

‘I don’t know. Yes, maybe a bit. Well, by the end, per- 
ps. I don’t know. I can’t decide Where Bacchus stopped 
d Apollo took over.’ 

Clare looked at him, again with a shade of concern, and 
wetc^^ shrugged and returned to her reading, 
clear® she say know why you have come?” Why 
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‘ Lord knows. And why did the old woman have to talk 
about babies at all?’ , 

‘I keep telling you,* he said, ‘only you won’t believe me. 
She was in a trance. She had to tell me the truth because she’s 
a bom clairvoyantc and the fit was on her. But notice the 
wording. It’s worded to remove* suspicion from herself as far as 
possible. In no marCs keeping. In a woman’s? Or in God’s? 
You can’t tell. It’s like the Delphic Oracle; you know, 
“wooden walls” instead of “sliips” and so on.’ 

‘Yes, and look farther on,’ she said, turning the page. ‘7/ 
(whatever It is) will be found again. It does not matter if it is 
found to-day or to-morrow nr the next day. Does that mean it’s 
dead and will stay quiet Iv in its grave, or it’s alive and you’ll 
find it?’ 

‘ Lord, I don’t know\ 1 expect I’m an idiot to take any- 
thing she said seriously, except the admission that she was in 
Oxford. No sensible policeman would.’ He dropped his head 
in his hands for a moment. Then he stood up with impatient 
energy. 

‘Anyhow, there are various things to do^ and that’s some- 
thing. ril go and see the doctor who gave the death certi- 
ficate, and the carpenter who made the coffin, and the par- 
son who took the funeral. I may not be able to think, but I 
can at least enjoy the illusion of doing a spot of work.’ 

‘There, don’t w'orry. It’ll be all right. You’d like to do 
these interview's on your own, would you? Yes - well, then, 
shall I try to scratch up a picnic lunch ? It’ll be late to lunch 
in Oxford, and, anyhow, it’s such a lovely day, it seems a 
waste not to have a picnic.’ 

Like most of his sex Richard hated picnics, but like a 
lover he agreed heartily to her proposal. 

‘I’ll get Plummer to drive you back to Harton, shall I? 
There’s a shop there.’ 

‘I think I’ll walk. It’s so lovely, and it’ll fill up the time. 
I’ll just come and collect my valuables first, though, and 
tidy up.’ 
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They set off together down the lane, and separated at the 
car. 

The Vicar was in his study writing his parish magazine, 
smoking an ancient pipe, and looking, as Richard after- 
wards said to Clare, more like Three Nuns than any priest 
should. He was distressed to hear of the kidnapping but de- 
lighted to meet a real detective. 

Yes, he had buried a gipsy baby that morning, of two 
months old. Yes, the coffin had been rather large for the 
probable size of the baby. ‘But then,’ he said, ‘ the grown-up 
gipsies have very large coffins, too. I’ve noticed. We get a 
good many gipsies coming to this church for burials and 
marriages: it’s rather a tradition of ours. The sexton- 
always complains of these large coffins. They like to be 
buried near the edge of the churchyard, too. I don’t know 
why.’ 

‘ I believe it’s a survival from the old custom of wayside 
burial,’ said Richard. ‘Which, of course, they aren’t allowed 
to practise now. Do they like a thorn tree planted on the 
grave, too ? ’ 

‘Bless my soul,’ said the Vicar, ‘this is just like Sherlock 
Holmes. Yes, they do when they can afford to pay the extra 
(or it. This time they couldn’t, so we put the grave under a 
may tree that grew in the churchyard hedge. The poor old 
grandmother was so terribly distressed, one wanted to com- 
fort her as much as one could.’ 

‘Can you tell me how they behaved at the funeral?’ 
cisked Richard. ‘Did they seem fidgety at all?* 

‘Oh, no, very well on the whole. At any rate, they didn’t 
smoke, as the bargees did in a canal parish I was in once. Of 
course they aren’t used to being in church and so they are 
rather awkward and embarrassed - but not more so’ - he 
sighed - ‘than a good many of my own people. They were 
very quiet and reverent - all on the edge of tears but re- 
straining themselves admirably.’ 
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*You don’t take the view that the gipsies are a lot of 
rascals?’ 

‘Of course they are!’ said the Vicar, with a beaming 
smile. ‘They got one of my cockerels only yesterday, I’m 
sure, though I can’t prove it. But there ! We are all rascals, 
aren’t we? Dear me, what a way to talk to a policeman ! 
Forgive me.’ 

Richard laughed. ‘ I don’t think we’re exempt from the 
primal curse,’ he said. ‘But none of these gipsies struck you 
as outstandingly criminal types?’ 

‘Oh dear, no,’ said the Vicar, rather surprised at 
Richard’s theological turn of expression. ‘No, they struck 
me as a very nice lot. The old grandmother is a bit uncanny, 
but I didn’t think she was malevolent. More a sort of white 
witch, if tliat isn’t too fanciful. Or perhaps just a very force- 
ful personality.’ 

‘Well, thank you, fa - I mean sir,’ said Richard. ‘You’ve 
helped me a lot. I mustn’t waste any more of your time. Be- 
fore 1 go, I don’t suppose you could tell me which doctor 
gave the death certificate?’ 

‘There’s only one - Dr Lane-Smith, from Harton. As a 
matter of fact, I met him coming home in his car, and he 
mentioned he’d been out to the gipsies. You might catch 
him if you go over at once.’ 

Richard took his leave and walked away through the 
churchyard. He had no difficulty in identifying a new small 
grave under a may tree. There were other graves, too, by 
the hedgeside. Some had thorn trees planted on them, and 
over a few there were pieces of red rag tied to the branches. 
Richard knew that these must also be gipsy graves, piously 
visited by the families with their yearly offerings of scarlet 
deckings, for that is an ancient custom of the race. How 
characteristic, he thought, that red should be their mourn- 
ing colour. 

He regained the car and Plummer drove him back to 
Harton. The doctor’s house was of decent grey stone with a 
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neat garden in front. He was shown straight into the dining- 
room, where the doctor was hastily demolishing a laige cold 
pie. He was a small bald man, wrinkled and spry and 
bird-like. 

‘Sit down, sit down. Sorry I can’t stop lunch and come 
out and sec you - very tricky confinement - not sure the first 
stage’ll last much longer. Have to be back. Police, eh? Well, 
what can I do for you ? ’ 

Richard explained that the death of the gipsy baby might 
have connexions with the case on which he was engaged, 
and asked for the cause of death and any unusual details the 
doctor might remember. 

‘ Cause of death ? ’ said the doctor, passing to chocolate 
blancmange. ‘ Perfectly simple. Pulmonary pneumonia. Too 
far gone for me to do anything. Predisposition owing to mal- 
nutrition - the mother had insisted on feeding it herself and 
she’s had trouble with her milk. They’d been dosing it with 
concoctions - herbs and snails - Lord knows what. They 
have their own remedies, y’know - all right for colds and 
bruises, and light complaints like that, but they never dis- 
covered the sulphonamide group. Ha, ha! Quite a clear 
case. No doubt whatever.’ 

‘Thank you,’ said Richard. ‘Now could you just tell me 
one thing more before I go ? Who laid tlie body out ? I gather 
they didn’t have an undertaker.’ 

‘ I know. Very tiresome. These gipsies won’t wait the usual 
four days for the funeral. Must get it over quickly. I got old 
Mrs Fox at Mayfield to see to it for them. They got the coffin 
from Benson, the carpenter. What’s the time? Good Godl* 
Cramming an immense last mouthful of blancmange into 
himself, he nodded speechlessly and rushed out of the room. 

The carpenter’s cottage was Richard’s next port of call. 
This interview was soon over and confirmed what the con- 
stable had said. The coffin had been ordered for a child of 
three and paid for and carried away on their cart by the 
gipsies. This was no news. 
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Mrs Fox at Mayfield^ however, was much more interest- 
ing, though whether her remarks had any bearing on the 
case Richard could not decide. She, too, had been surprised 
that so large a coffin had been prepared for so small a 
baby. 

didn’t like it at all, sir, I can tell you,’ she said, 'going 
among them heathen gippos. I got young Lino, that’s my 
son, Lionel’s his real name, but we all calls him Lino ~ I got 
young Lino to wait bc’ind a bush near by, for I was fair ter- 
rified to go in by meself. But I couldn’t refuse, not for a 
baby.’ She sighed sentimentally. ‘Only two months old! I 
always did like to ’ave the layin’ out o’ babies.’ 

‘ I am sure,’ said Richard grimly, ‘ that it has many attrac- 
tions. Did anything particular strike you about this one, 
apart from the outsize coffin ? ’ 

‘Well,’ she said indignantly, ‘I wouldn’t a’ gone if I’d a 
knowm their heathen ways. I tell you, sir, that pore little 
mite ’adn’t been let die in peace. Tliey’d washed ’er an’ 
dressed ’er in ’er best clothes afore ever she died - in ’er last 
agony as you might say. They said as much too, as bold as 
you please. They wouldn’t let me do no more than sjjonge 
’er little face and close ’er eyes and put ’er little ’ands quiet 
on ’er breast. An* watching me all the time, like wolves they 
was. But wouldn’t touch ’er themselves. O/z, no, wouldn’t 
demean ’emselvcs,’ she snorted. ‘ Made me lay ’er on a piece 
of carpet on the ground in a little tent they’d rigged up, so 
they could put ’er in ’er coffin, carpet an’ all, w’out touchin’ 
’er. I did ’ear ’ she added, ‘as they kep’ a candle burnin’ in 
the tent all night. Lino, ’e was coming back pretty late from 
the Mayfield Social a’ ’e said it gave ’im a fair turn whe.n ’e 
passed to see the candle and two men watching by it.’ 

‘But you weren’t there when the coffin was screwed 
down?* 

‘No, sir. They said as they’d attend to that themselves 
jus’ before the funeral.’ 

‘Did you go to the funeral, by the way?’ 
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‘Not likely, not at that time. ’Ow could I get into me 
blacks first thing in the momin’ ? It’s against nature.’ 

‘It is indeed,’ agreed Richard with the eipphasis of in- 
comprehension. ‘ Now just one thing and I’ll leave you to 
your cooking. Did you see or hear any other young baby in 
the camp?’ 

‘No, sir,’ she replied with decision. ‘There was a little boy 
- about five, I’d say ’e was, but skinny. But I don’t think 
they’d got no other babies there.* 

Her eyes were beady with curiosity, but fortunately she 
was enough in awe of Richard - or rather of Richard’s 
beautiful shoes and well-cut clothes - to refrain from asking 
questions. He complimented her on her excellent memory 
and answers and left the mausoleum-like little front room 
in which she had received him. They drove out of the village 
and found Clare sitting on a bank about half a mile along 
the road. 

She had managed to I^uy l)read, beer, cheese, fruit, and a 
lettuce which the woman who had sold it to her had kindly 
washed, and on this fare they all three feasted in the corner 
of a field, Clare with great pleasure, Richard with com- 
plaisance, and Plummer witli polite but mournful submission. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 

The depression of the sergeant, though decently con- 
cealed, made itself felt. Richard, who w;is a good officer to 
his men though not to his superiors, set himself to lighten it. 
His sergeant was hot, uncomfortably seated, and deprived 
of his usual square meal. Material conditions could not be 
improved, so one must interest him in the work, and thus 
help him to forget his discomforts. Richard embarked on a 
short account of the morning’s interviews, confining himself, 
however, to the barest bones of the scene in Mrs Buckland’s 
caravan which had moved him so deeply at the time ; for 
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Glare’s commonsensc remarks had since made him feel 
rather foolish and credulous. (Obviously he had let the 
situation get out of hand.) Now he gave a conventional 
summary of the objective lucts, while Plummer, sweating 
profusely and eating twice as much bread and cheese as 
anyone elsCj kept his eyes tixed on his superior with flattering 
attention. But he was still looking depres^d and even rather 
embarrassed. The cure seemed to be ineffectual. 

‘So that’s how it is, Plummer. Not much to go on yet, I’m 
afraid.’ 

Richard got out his pipe and waited for comments. Plum- 
mer carefully brushed a great many crumbs from his tunic - 
his contours attracted them - cleared his throat, and at last 
uttered : 

‘ Well, sir. Well, it seems a bit unpleasant, don’t it ? People 
don’t like it, there’s no denying that, and as for getting in 
tlie papers - w'ell, the less said the better, as the saying goes. 
But there, what must be must be. It isn’t for us to grumble. 

I suppose you’ll go back and apply straight away, sir?’ 

Richard’s match burned down till it singed his fingers. He 
dropped it almost absent-mindedly. Was tliere something 
about the air of the place, he wondered wildly, or w^as the 
oracular manner catching? What on earth did Plummer 
mean? But before he could frame a question, the sergeant 
was off again. 

‘I’ve never ’ad one, sir, not in all my time in the Force. 
Makes you think, don’t it? And’ - he dropped his voice to a 
hoarse but resonant whisper - ‘it’s not very nice for the 
young lady, is it? But never mind, there’s bound to be a bit 
of delay, on account of getting the hands together.’ 

‘ The hands ? Whose hands ? Plummer, what on earth are 
you driving at?’ 

Plummer, with an uncomfortable glance at Clare, mum- 
bled something about its being a lot of digging. 

‘Digging!’ said Richard in loud triumph. ‘Got it I You’re 
talking about exhumation orders. Thank God ! I thought I 
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was going mad. You think we should dig up that coflSn, do 
you?’ 

Plummer nodded 'miserably, stealing a glactice at Clare 
who was sitting very still with a set expression on her face. 
But Richard was for the moment unaware of her, intent as 
lie was on a practical problem whicli did not seem to him at 
all out of the ordinary. To exhume or not to exhume, that 
was the question. He had often had to decide it before. 

‘And you don’t much like the idea. Well, is it really neces- 
sary, anyhow? What good would it do? M’m?’ 

‘Seems,’ said Plummer still unwillingly, ‘seems there 
might be two of ’em in that coffin, don’t it, sir?* 

‘ Well, what evidence have we got that there were ever 
two babies in the camp? A bit of white knitting in the fire 
and the likelihood - that’s all it is - that Mrs Buckland was 
at 50 Merton Street yesterday. And perhaps it was rather 
odd that the coffin was so big and no one saw it screwed 
down. But then, again, the layer-out, Mrs Fox, said there 
wasn’t another baby in the camp - and she’s an observant 
old misery, you know. Really, I don’t think we’re justified 
in exhuming - not yet, anyhow. The gipsies’d hate it, and as 
you say, the public don’t like it, either.’ He turned to Clare 
with a twinkle. ‘Wherefore, they ask (with far less justifica- 
tion than the poet, who really rather enjoyed it), wherefore 
all this wormy circumstance? Why linger at the yawning 
grave so long? A fair question. No.’ He stretched himself 
like a cat. ‘ No. There arc other means of solving the prob- 
lem of the coffin.’ 

Clare revived. ‘ X-ray ? ’ she asked interestedly. ‘ Or dows- 
ing with a hazel twig?’ 

‘Intelligence, madam, pure intelligence. Supported, of 
course, by the usual stultifying routine work. I have some 
ideas, and they might click if only these damn flies’d leave 
me alone. Come on, let’s get back to Oxford. We’ve got to 
question that nursemaid, and I’d like a word with Link’s 
bank manager. That means I’ll have to call on the Chief 
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Constable - no, I mean his deputy. D’you know when the 
chief’ll be back again, Plummer ? ’ 

‘He’s on holiday, sir.’ 

‘That’s fishy. He’s probably kidnapped the baby himself. 
Well, off we go.' 

Plummer rose with alacrity and bustled off to the car. 
Glare and Richard followed him and got into the l)ack seat. 
The sound of the engine gave them a little cover for private 
conversation. 

‘Bless him!’ said Glare, with an affectionate glance at 
Plummer’s fat back. ‘ Isn’t he a poppet?' 

‘Who? Oh, him. Yes, he’s nice, isn’t he ? Not very smart, 
though. Why specially a poppet now ? ’ 

‘Oh, I don’t kiiow - sort of comforting.’ Clare suddenly 
saw that she could not be grateful for Plummer’s attempt to 
spare lier feelings without an implied criticism of her lover. 
And that was unthinkable. After all, a policeman’s wife lias 
to take exhumations in her stride. Still . . . She changed the 
subject, saying flatly : 

‘1 think I’d better fade out for a hit when we get to Ox- 
ford, don’t you, Richard?’ 

‘Fade far away, di.ssolvc, and cjuite forget? And only the 
day after we got engaged ? Why ’ 

‘Well,’ said Clare sadly, ‘you can’t take me tagging along 
to the police station, can you? There are limits.’ 

‘But w'on’t you be frightfully bored?' 

‘ No. Well, yes, of course, but you oughtn’t to cxj)cct me to 
say so.’ 

They both laughed, 'f’hen Richard said : 

‘Would you like to do a I jit of investigating on your own 
account?’ 

‘My dear, I’d simply adore to. What?' 

‘Well, actually this thing might be a bit tedious. Only it 
isn’t a job for an ordinary policeman.’ 

‘You know I’d adore it, wliatever it is. Tell me.’ 

‘ Well, if you’d go to the Bodleian ... * 
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‘And shut myself up for two days waiting for a book? 
O.K. Love will find out a way. Come and look for me in a 
week or so.’ 

‘Good heavens, is it as bad as that? How the place de- 
cays ! Well, Love will find out a way because I’ll give you a 
grand official note in the name of the Law. Then you ought 
to be done by tea time.’ 

Fine. And I’ll make you tea in my digs. Well, go on. 
What do I do?* 

‘ I want to know about gipsy burials. Would you find out 
about them ? I’ll give you a list of all the standard books I 
know, and you may find some others as well. I’m afraid the 
bits about funerals will take some looking for. It won’t be 
arranged in a very orderly and systematic way, but that isn’t 
vciy surprising, really - I mean, gipsies aren’t, either.’ 

‘Should I look out for anything special, or would that be 
cheating ? ’ 

‘The main thing is dates and places. If you find, accounts 
of particulcir gipsy funerals with all the trimmings, make a 
note of where they were and how long ago. You see, if there 
haven't bi;en any lately y or only in frightfully remote places, 
we should have fair grounds for suspecting that the Buck- 
lands w'cre just putting on an act with all their traditional 
stuff. It may just be cover for soi '^.tiling they want to liide, 
a sort of picturesque smoke screen. And another thing. See 
ii* they’ve got the details right. Because if they haven’t, that 
makes it look more like an improvisation.’ 

Clare looked out of the window and saw that they were 
just passing the road to her lodgings. 

‘ Hey ! Here’s my turning. I’ll get off here.’ 

‘ Nonsense. We’ll drive yw to your door at least.’ He gave 
Pluminer the well-known , address to which he had sent so 
many letters in the past year. 


When he reached the police station, he was told that the 
deputy of the Chief Constable was in conference - needless 
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to say, about the traffic problem - and was afterwards due to 
attend a meeting about the bicycle thefts. Richard, wonder- 
ing dispiritedly whether the first step in dealing with the 
crime wave in Oxford might not well be the prohibition of 
all wheeled traffic, left behind him a brief written report and 
had himself driven to 51 Merton Street to question the nurse 
there. The chimes slowly tolled out a quarter past two as he 
stood waiting on the doorstep. 

The door was opened by a woman in her late thirties or 
early forties - plump, placid, with a mild autumnal beauty 
that rested the eye, the sort of beauty that bears children 
easily and makes good bread. 

‘ Fm so sorry,’ she said in reply to Richard’s question. ‘ Fm < 
afraid my nannie isn’t here to-day. She lives out, you see, 
with her sister. And she hasn’t turned up at all to-diiy, has 
she, darlings?’ 

Richard was puzzled by her last words, till a little face 
peered out on each side of her, at about waist-level. 

‘This is Pippa,’ continued the woman, ‘and tliis is Widdy. 
Fm Mrs Luke.’ 

Richard bowed slightly (he was not at his case with small 
children of his own class, though he had liked the street arabs 
of Limehouse) and introduced himself. 

"It was so unlike her not to let us know,’ continued the 
slow .soft voice, without a hint of reproach. ‘There were the 
children in bed waiting for her to get them up, and there 
were my husband and me fast asleep.’ 

‘We’re not allowed to wake Daddy up,’ explained Widdy. 
‘And we didn’t get up till nine o’clock. Just think of that, nine 
o’clock ! ’ 

‘/got up at half-past six,’ said Richard like a martyr. 

" Lucky you ! We’re not allowed to get up till a quarter to 
eight.’ 

‘And so,’ Mrs Luke went on undisturbedly, ‘we’re all 
just going up to Nannie’s house to see if she’s ill or some- 
thing.’ 
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‘Oh, don’t do that,’ said Richard. ‘Let me go. I’ve got a 
car, .and I must talk to your nurse, anyhow. She might have 
noticed something yesterday evening, you see. J[ can be your 
messenger. Shall I ring you up after I’ve seen her?’ 

‘How kind of you, isn*t it, darlings? Of course I always 
think policemen are so kind, only my husband says you’re 
not a proper policeman - I mean, detectives are like pro- 
fessors, aren’t they, who are always rather fish out of water? 
. . . But so kind all the same. Now we can go for a proper walk, 
darlings.’ 

‘See the monkeys,’ said Pippa at once. 

‘Yes, if you like. Go and get your sun-hats.’ 

‘ There is just one thing,’ said Richard. ‘The girl’s address. 
I’ve got her name already: Gladys Turner. Is that right?’ 

‘Yes, such a nice girl, we’re all so fond of her. I do hope 
she won’t have to give evidence or anything. If you’d just 
see if there’s anything we can do, and of course find out 
when she’s coming back. But not if it’s a bad cold, or it’ll run 
all through the family, and my husband does get such sore 
throats with all that Anglo-Saxon. That is kind of you.’ 

She beamed on him. 

‘ Not at all. I’m going up to . . . where was it ? ’ 

‘Thirty-four Jersey Street, off Walton Street. How lucky 
you asked me, wasn’t it? Well, jood-bye, and thank you 
again. We’ll be back about four. No, Pippa, your jun-hat, 
not your Sunday hat. Well, I’ll come and look myself. Excuse 
me, won’t you? Good-bye.’ She shut tlie door gently. 

Jersey Street was in the heart of that part of Oxford called 
Jericho, generally classified as a slum. Yet although it is 
overbuilt, overcrowded, and overpoor, the district has its 
charms. The streets run down towards the river and look 
across it to the great wooded hump of Wytham Hill, green 
and solitary. It is true that most of the bouses are meanly 
built and stand flush with the pavement, yet here and there 
one finds a cottage with its own front garden, a fragment of 
marooned village architecture. Number 34 Jersey Street was 
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an endearing little house; behind its wooden railing tlie 
small garden was bright with marigolds and sweet williams. 
The knocker«and the door handle were newly polished, and 
the lace curtains were white in the iront window. Richard 
used the knocker and a large lady in an excessively flow^ered 
apron opened the door. 

‘Good afternoon. Does Mhs Gladys Turner live here?* 

‘Yes, but she’s out at work. ’Course, I could take a mes- 
sage if you like.’ 

‘She's not at Mi-s Luke's, I’m afraid. That’s why I’ve 
come here. Could I have a word with you, perhaps?’ 

‘Well, I don’t know, I’m sure. It depends what you want, 
see.’ 

‘I’m from the police.’ 

The woman's jaw dropped, and she looked nervously at 
her neighbours’ windows as she hurried Richard inside. 
Sure enough, one of the next-door curtains moved slightly. 

‘Now, then, what’s all this ? ’ she said, sitting down on part 
of the three-piece suite and causing Richard to sit on an- 
otlier. ‘ I’ve never been mixed up with the police, nor (iladys 
neither. You must have come to the wrong house.’ 

‘Don’t worry,’ said Richard. ‘I only wanted to ask Miss 
Turner if she’d seen anything unusual in Merton Street 
yesterday. I’m sure sheHl be quite ready to help me.’ 'Fhcre 
was rebuke in his emphasis. 

‘Well, so am I, sir, I’m sure. Anyone would be. Bui she’s 
at work, see. She won’t be back till six o’clock. Why, what’s 
happened in Merton Street, then ? ’ 

‘Someone’s missing. But Miss I'uraer isrCt at work, you 
know. I’ve just come from Mre Luke’s, and she hasn’t been 
there all day. Did she take a day off, or something? Mrs 
Luke thought she must be ill.’ 

‘ Oh, no, she’s never ill. She’s not the sort to give way. r.et 
alone taking a day off without notice. Well, I don’t know, 
I’m sure.’ 

‘Did you see her this morning?’ 
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‘No, she leaves ever so early to get the children up. And 
she has her breakfast at work, see?’ 

‘Well, did she sleep here last night?’ 

‘That I wouldn’t know, sir. She makes her own bed, see. 
And 1 was in bed and asleep last night when she came in. 
She stayed on late for Mrs Luke - they were going out, see, 
and Glad stopped on to mind the children. Ever so fond of 
them, she is, and of course Mrs Luke’s very considerate, and 
gives her a bit extra if she asks her to stop on.’ 

‘ Yes, yes. But Gladys isnH at Mrs Luke’s to-day. Have you 
any idea where she can have got to?’ 

‘ Well, I never. She isn’t at work to-day ? ’ said the woman 
with surprise. 

‘JVb.'’ said Richard. ‘Now tell me, Mrs — ’ 

‘Harman is the name.’ 

‘ Mrs Harman. Have you noticed anything unusual about 
Gladys’s manner and behaviour lately ? Anything happened 
out of the ordinary ? ’ 

‘Oil, no! Glad’s a steady girl, she knows what’s right. 
Now, if it was Ivc, it’d be different. Why, only last night — ’ 

‘Yes? What about last night?’ 

‘Well, I am worried as a matter of fact. But there, perhaps 
I’d better not talk about it.* 

‘You’d better tell me and ge^ t off your mind. I’m very 
good at keeping secrets, and I w'ant to help you. We’d better 
have all the facts in the open, you know. It’s very queer 
Gladys disappearing like that.’ 

‘Yes. And iCs very queer Ive disappearing^ too* she said in the 
same stolid weary voice. ‘ Ver>' queer.* 

‘Ive. Who’s Ive?’ 

‘Why, Gladys’s sister Ivy, of course, like I was telling you. 
I was ever so worried when I’d found she’d gone this 
morning.’ 

‘Gone?’ 

‘ Gone with the wind, as they say. And after all those go- 
ings on last night, too.’ 
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‘Last night?’ 

‘Well, yesterday evening. She was acting ever so funny, 
kind of excited and upset all at once. And then she went up 
to her room quite early, and I heard her crying. But she 
wouldn’t let me in when I wentup tosee what was the matter. 
Wouldn’t even have a cup of tea. And another thing. She 
took the ink up to her bedrooin.’ 

‘The ink?’ 

‘Yes, the ink off the kitchen dresser.’ 

‘ Wliat would she do that for?’ 

‘Why, to write that note to her sister, of course. She must 
have put it on the kitchen table when she went out.* 

‘Went out?* 

‘Well, she must’ve gone out, mustn’t she? Her bed’s not 
been slept in and she didn’t have her breakfast this morning. 
She has her breakfast with me, see. And I do her bed. 1 can’t 
trust her to turn the mattress. She’s not like Glad.’ 

‘And is the note still there?’ 

‘ Oh, no. Glad must’ve taken it this morning.’ 

‘Then how do you know it was there ? She put it out alter 
you’d gone to bed, didn’t she?’ 

‘Yes, but I came down to let the cat in, see. She was yowl- 
ing to come in so, she woke me up. And there was the en- 
velope on the table. Slie’d taken whatever was inside.* 

‘And was there a light in either of the girls’ rooms ? ’ 

‘No.’ 

‘ What time was this ? ’ 

‘Getting on for two o’clock by my alarm, it was.* 

‘Well, now, when you heard Ivy crying. What sort of 
noise was she making ? ’ 

‘ Why, just crying.’ 

‘ I mean, was she sobbing, or wailing, or what ? What did 
she sound like?’ 

‘Well, that’s a funny question. Let me see. It was like a 
kiddie, sort of.’ 

‘ Like a kiddie ? Like a baby, you mean ? ’ 
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‘Well, yes, I suppose a bit. Ivy, she cried easy, not that 
awful sobbing some do. She’s just a kid, really, although she 
was twenty last month. Just a kid. You can’t halp being fond 
ofher,’ 

‘You don’t think she could have had a child in her room, 
crying?’ 

‘My goodness, no ! What would she do that for?’ 

‘Or a small baby?’ 

‘Police or no police,’ said Mrs Harman, rising majestic- 
ally, ‘this is a respectable house, sir, and I can’t sit here and 
listen to talk like that, nor Gladys wouldn’t like me to.’ And 
she made the motions of sweeping out. 

‘ Mrs Harman,’ said Richard. ‘ Can you keep a secret? An 
official secret?’ 

She paused by the door and then nodded, half against her 
will. 

‘The reason I asked about a baby is that there’s a baby 
missing - a very young baby - and I’m trying to find it. 
That’s why I was so interested in the noises in Ivy’s room 
last night. Don’t ask me to tell you any more, because I 
mustn’t. But try to cast your mind back. Could Ivy have had 
. . . I mean been hiding, a baby in her room last night?’ 

‘ I don’t know, I’m sure. Poor little mite, what a wicked 
thing ! Whatever will they think T next ? I don’t know what 
to say. I’m sure.’ 

‘It didn’t occur to you that the crying sounded like a 
baby’s?’ 

‘Well, 1 never give it a thought, see. But now you men- 
tion it, sir, I wouldn’t like to take my Bible oath - no, nor 
sign my name neither. You can’t be too careful, can you?* 

‘But you think it might have been a baby.’ 

‘Well, there again, you never know. I’d rather not say 
one way or the other, reely. I was in a hurry, like, and the 
cat was going on so.’ 

‘The cat?’ 

‘Yes, sir. It’s that tom next door, sir, it’s a disgrace, they 
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ought to have got him attended to. We can’t hardly hear 
ourselves think, sometimes.’ 

‘M’m. Oh/. well,’ said Richard, ‘I won’t press you for an 
answer now, Mrs Hanna n.t But you might think it over 
again, would you ? Now will you take me upstairs and show 
me the girls’ rooms ? Then we can see if all their clothes and 
things are there. If they havci.’t taken any tiling away, then 
I don’t expect they’ll have gone far.’ 

She conducted him up the narrow staircase on to the tiny 
landing, and opened the door on the right. 

‘This is where Ivy slee|)s,' slie said. 

It was an untidy little room. Soiled and torn underclothes 
were piled on the single chair. I’licre was a heap of film 
magazines stufl'cd half under the bed and a jungle of dusty 
cosmetics on the chest of drawers. 

‘No sponge or toothbrush, I .sec,’ said Richard at once. 

‘ Was there a toothbrush yesterday ? ’ 

‘Oh, yes, and a face flannel too, and a nail brush. She 
didn’t have a sponge, and you can’t wonder, the price they 
are. Still, Ivy’s a one for keeping herself nice, I will say 
that.’ 

‘Is she?’ said Richard a little incredulously. ‘Well, now, 
will you look about and sec if any of her clothes are missing ? 
I’ll see if there are any papers.’ 

There were no letters, and the quantities of scattered 
newspaper cuttings which Richard unearthed all turned out 
to be articles on Home Beauty Treatment. 

‘Well, I never ! ’ said Mrs Harman. ‘There must be some- 
thing Going On.’ 

‘Why?’ said Richard, looking up from the top drawer, 
his nose slightly flexed in distaste at the stale smell. 

‘She’s taken her new costume, and her new shoes, and 
both her nighties. And the basket trunk. And her dance frock. 
And her black beauty satin. Well, I never.’ 

‘All her best clothes, in fact? H’m. Will you show me her 
sister’s room now?’ 
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It was smaller and darker, with a damp patch on the ceil- 
ing. Richard suddenly remembered the damp patch on his 
own night-nursery ceiling which used to turn into a live 
hippopolfimus as dusk came on and drive him nearly mad 
with fright. What had made Him think of that? Of course, 
this room was just like a night-nursery or a school cubicle 
so clean, so bare, with the white honeycomb counterpane 
and the brush-and-comb bag hanging from the right-hand 
knob of the looking glass. A child’s jersey on the chair, too. 
Or rather, a half-knitted jersey, a back and half a front. 
There was a double photograph in front of the mirror. (I 
only had my mother’s, thought Richard, and I used to take 
it into the bed with me. Sometimes I hurt myself on the 
corners.) 

‘These her parents?’ 

‘That’s right. They both p^LSsed away. Her mother, she 
was killed by an uhbxploded bomb after the war was over. 
But I must say, Gladys hits been as good as a mother to Ivc^ 
Can’t do enough for her.’ 

‘Well, it looks as if Gladys has left her toothbrush and 
things, anyhow. Can you look and see if she’s taken anything 
else ? ’ 

Ml'S Harman rummaged vigorously, revealing unnatur- 
ally tidy drawers. After a few mii.atcs she said : 

‘It looks to me as if she’s gone off in her w’orking clothes 
with her coat over them and .a scarf. I don’t think she’s taken 
nothing. Look, here’s her case under the bed with her winter 
clothes in it same as usual. She always puts them away, turn 
and turn about.* 

‘What about money? Did she have a bank account? ’ 

‘No, I was always going on at her to put it in a savings 
book - the lady comes round for the stamps, see, so it’d be 
no trouble - but she said no,4^e didn’t hold with it. She 
used to put some aside every week, though, in a little black 
cash-box. Here it is.’ 

Richard took it fro/n the back of the top drawer. The lid 

89 



THE MISSING LINK 


Opened at a touch. It was unlocked and empty, and the land- 
lady gaped with dismay. 

* Don’t woL*ry, Mrs Harman. 1 expect she wanted it in a 
hurry and just took it. It isn’t your responsibility. Try to 
think where they might have gone. Have they got any rela- 
tions ? The parents arc dead, you say ? ’ 

‘Yes, their mother lived i‘t Bristol. That’s why Gladys 
gave up her job where she lived in, see, and came here to 
make a home for Ive. Ive wouldn’t go into service, so 
Gladys said, well, at least she shall have a proper home to 
come back to at nights. She’s only a kid, see, although she’s 
twenty.’ 

*And how old is Gladys herself?’ asked Richard, touched 
by the story. 

* She’s twenty-four, sir, but she’s got a lot of sense, she’s not 
like some. She’d do anything for Ive. Why, there was a feller 
down by the Willow Walk, one of these bottom-pinchers, 
waiting there for Ive, and Glad, she gave him a black eye. 
He didn’t come round no more after that.’ 

‘Well, well, what a girl! But tell me, have they any 
friends or relations out of Oxford ? Do they ever go and stay 
with anybody ? * 

‘They’ve got an aunt at Weston-super-Mare that lets 
lodgings, but they’ve only been there once. She’s generally 
full up in the summer, see, and Glad has to take her fort- 
night to suit Mrs Luke. Let me see I can’t think of any- 

one else. They went to a holiday camp last year, and Ive 
said it wasn’t bad, but Glad didn’t want to go again. No, I 
don’t think tlicy’ve anyone else to go to. Alone in the world, 
as you might say.’ 

‘What about boy-friends? Are either of them fixed up 
that way ? I’m sorry to be so inquisitive, but it’s the only way 
to find them.’ 

‘That’s all right. I quite understand,’ said the woman with 
another temporary return to formality. ‘Well, Glad did go 
with a young feller, but he was killed in the R.A.F. She 
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hasn’t seemed to take up with no one since then. But Ive - 
well, she is a one for the boys and no mistake. Only one at a 
time, mind you, but they don’t last long andrfhat’s a fact. 
She’s just a kid, see. Her latest says he’s in Atomic See* 
search. Mind you, I don’t think he’s a high-up. But he works 
in that atom place at Harwell. (Nasty things, I don’t know 
how anyone can.) But he won’t last long. He’s due to go back 
to Canada months ago, only there was some n^stake about 
his draft. He said he was loaned here temporary.* 

‘He’s a Canadian, you say? What work is he doing?’ 

‘ I don’t know, sir. 1 did ask him, but he started talking 
about security and I didn’t half feel embarrassed.’ 

‘What did you think of him? Did you like him?’ 

‘Well, he was all right, I suppose. He came in for a cup of 
cocoa after the pictures once and he was ever so nice, you 
know, American style. But I do think he might be a one to 
toke advantage.’ 

The tired blue eyes met Richard’s, and he nodded. 

‘Mind you,’ she went on, ‘ I don’t think no ham’s been 
done yet, but Glad and me, we’ve been a bit worried. It’s 
just as well he’s going back to Canada soon.’ 

‘M’m. Where does he live?’ 

‘He wouldn’t say, he said security reasons again. Ive was 
always on at him to tell her, she ,/as that disappointed she 
couldn’t get it out of him.’ She chuckled. ‘ Ive’s a one, she is.* 

‘ What was he called ? Leslie Gray ? I’ll just note that 
down. Now I don’t think I need bother you any more. 
You’ve been most frightfully helpful and I’ll let you know as 
soon as I get any news for you. I say, I suppose you haven’t 
a photograph of either of them, have you?’ 

Mrs Harman rummaged out a very small snapshot of a 
slim fair girl and a thicker darker girl in cotton dresses, with 
the sun in their eyes and their faces almost illegible. Richard 
took a closer look at Gladys’s photograph of her parents and 
tried to memorize the features. But he did not feel they told 
him much. Both were very ordinary faces, the mother’s 
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Stronger, and the father’s perhaps better-tempered. With 
thanks and comforting phrases he eased himself out of the 
house. r 

In the car, his pent-up impatience cracked. 

‘The station, sergeant. I believe I’m on to something at 
last. No, not the police station, you . . . not that, the G.W.R., 
dash it. I mean the British W'^stern Region, and don’t let’s 
waste any more time.’ 

But the men in the two booking-offices had not been on 
duty the night before. Richard cursed himself for feeling 
disappointed. Of course, they wouldn’t be. These things 
were done in shifts. But he could at least insist on seeing the 
stationmaster and enlist his weary co-operation. The book- 
ing clerks in question would be back that evening at eight 
o’clock, and Richard engaged to come down then and show 
them the photographs, in ciise they remembered selling 
tickets to the originals. 

‘You can ask^ of course,* said the stationmaster gloomily. 
‘ But we get thousands tlirough this station. Stands to reason, 
v/e can’t be expected to notice them. Why, you’d think 
people had nothing to do but go by train, the crowds we 
get.’ 

‘They can't be doing it for pleasure, obviously,’ said 
Richard acidly. ‘ W'ell, I’ll come back this evening.’ 

He returned to the car and to Plummer, who seemed pre- 
pared, like the unhappy Theseus, to sit eternally, but with- 
out the least sign of boredom. 

‘Plummer, have you heard of a place where they do 
atomic research - Harwell or .something ? ’ 

‘Nasty dangerous things. They ought to take a vote be- 
fore putting them down in the district. Yes, sir, that’ll lx: 
’Arwell.’ 

‘Well, will you ring up their office and ask if they employ 
a man called Leslie Gray, believed to be a Canadian; 
medium height, brown hair? And get all the details you can 
- nature of work, character, home address and so on.’ 
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‘Very good, sir.’ 

*And then you’d better have some time off. You’ve had a 
long day and not much food. Couldn’t you get home for 
some tea?’ 

‘Easy as easy,’ he said, brightening at the thought. ‘My 
old woman had our bit of beef she was going to make a stew 
for me dinner. And it’ll hot up for tea beautiful.’ He let out 
his belt two holes. ‘Are you sure you don’t want me, sir?’ 

‘ Not till half past five. I’m going to see Mrs Luke again, 
then Mrs Link, and then I shall go to Miss Liddicote’s house 
to collect some information she’s been getting for me at the 
Bodleian. Perhaps you’d pick me up there at five-thirty. 
You can have the car to go home in.’ 

Plummer beamed. He had never met this attitude in a 
superior officer before, and if lie had had a tail he would 
liave wagged it right off. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 

The Lukes’ house in Merton Street was still empty, and 
Richard, remcinberiiig that the children had asked to go to 
the Bestiarick Gardens, decided to go there too. If, after all, 
he did not meet Mrs Luke thcr. he would pass the time 
pleasantly enough till four o’clock, when she had promised 
to be home. So off he went, at his usual headlong pace, and 
was soon passing through the turnstile in the great classical 
gateway. 

Once within the gardens, his steps grew slower. He had 
not been there since he was an undergraduate ~ never, in 
fact, since that golden day when he and Andrew had planted 
the Bear. It was a huge stuffed bear, and they had smuggled 
it out of his father’s club in London - a feat in itself - driven 
it to Oxford in Andrew’s car, and secretly introduced it into 
the Smaller Mammal House. They had placed between its 
paws a blood-stained human skull borrowed from a medical 
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Student, and wonderful alarms had ensued, though no one 
had been able to explain the affair. Childish, no doubt, 
thought Richard. But what fun it was! Other memories 
came flooding back into his mind, all memories of things 
that he and Andrew had done or talked of together, and in- 
deed they had hardly been a day apart. It was odd how fresh 
those memories were. Odd, too, how he had never had any 
other intimate friend except Andrew. His death had left an 
enormous gap - the gipsy had been right there. 

Then he remembered how the gipsy had spoken of a 
single loss and a double find. Double? He was only looking 
for one baby. 

‘Wonder if she meant old Andrew ? ' he thought, his heart 
lifting for a moment. ‘We never actually heard his death 
was confirmed. Just lost in the prison-camp muddle.’ 

But then his depression returned. The thing was impos- 
sible. The gipsy’s sayings were strange, and had moved him 
deeply at the time, but - did not such creatures live on man’s 
appetite for hope ? He passed slowly through the main gar- 
dens and out to the open ground by the river, where the new 
ape-house stood. He halted there, frowning and preoccupied. 

He looked up and found himself face to face with a gorilla 
in an outdoor cage, sitting grimly in the attitude of Rodin’s 
Penseur, The gorilla was also frowning and preoccupied. It 
passed a hand over its receding brow and sighed deeply. 
Richard’s black eyes met the gorilla’s brown ones and they 
gazed at each other abstractedly. 

‘Never mind, darling,’ said a tender childish voice at 
Richard’s elbow, ‘it’ll soon be time for your tea.’ 

He turned sharply, but was relieved to find that Pippa 
was addressing these consolations to the gorilla and not to 
herself. Mrs Luke and her two children had come round the 
comer behind him. 

‘Hallo!’ she said. ‘You have been quick, hasn’t he, dar- 
lings? Or has my watch stopped? Did you see Nanny? 
What’s happened ? ’ 
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*I*d rather like to have a word with you alone/ said 
Richard. ‘But I suppose you can*t leave your children?* 

‘ Oh, yes, it’s easy. You see there are two nannies we know 
here, at least not nannies, really, Italians, if you see what I 
mean. Pippa and Widdy wanted us to go and talk to them 
only I thought it was rather unfair, because I’m sure they 
want to tell each other how awful life is in England. Look, 
Pippa, John’s got a ball like yours. Let’s go and see it.’ 

She sailed across the lawn with her daughters to a group 
of children and nurses under a tree, and presendy returned 
by herself. The wind that ruffled the tree-tops seemed to let 
her hair and dress alone. With her, it was always halcyon 
weather ; and lier voice was as slow and calm as die Merton 
chimes. 

‘Do you mind if we go into the ape-house? It’s rather 
smelly, but I don’t think there’s anyone there. And if the 
children can’t see me, they won’t come and interrupt us.’ 

lie followed her into the building and they stppped in 
front of a cage with six chimpanzees in it. 

‘I’m afraid it isn’t very good news,’ Richard began. 

‘ Your nannic and her sister both seem to have disappeared. 
Fhcy went last night. Gladys, I mean your nannie, hasn’t 
t«'d(cn her clothes, and perliaps that’s a good sign. But no one 
has any idea where they’ve gone, i .n sorry.’ 

She opened her eyes a little. ^ How extraordinary! I won- 
der what can have made her do that ? ’ 

‘ 'fhcrc’s an obvious answer to that question,’ said Richard. 

‘ So obvious that I hope it can’t be right. But just look at the 
facts. A baby next door to your house is kidnapped between 
half past five and six. Your nannie knows that baby’s very 
rigid routine, and she knows you and your husband will be 
out. Her sister comes off work at a quarter past five, when 
her shop closes, and doesn’t reach her lodgings till a quarter 
past six. She then goes straight up to her bedroom unob- 
served, and refuses to let anyone in. Sounds of shrill crying 
are heard in the house. The moment your nannie comes off 
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duty, she and her sister disappear - though wc don’t know if 
they went together or separately - and go off to an unknown 
destination.^Putting motive and character aside, doesn’t it 
look as if she’d kidnapped the baby, using her sister as an 
.'iccomplicc ? ’ 

‘ Oh, ;/o,’ she said, witli mild reproach. ‘ Our dear iianuic'd 
never do a thing like that. Besides, w'hy should she w^ant to 

Female witnesses, thought Richard. Why cair l they keef) 
to the point? 

‘'Fhough, of couri?e„ one does do the most awful things 
sometimes, doesn’t one? I once stole a toy for d;irliijg Pippa, 
it w'as a most heavenly woolly kangaroo with a baby k:n> 
garoo in its pocket, at a children's party, and Pip])a couldn’t 
bear to let it go. So I just slipped it under my coat. Of course, 

I felt dreadful about it the next day.’ 

‘So what did you do?’ Ricliard was fascinated in spite ol 
himself. 

‘Oh, I made it a little jacket and look it l)ack ag.iin, and 
nobody minded. Pippa had forgotten about it, y(»u see. so it 
didn’t matter.’ 

‘Yes, I see your point. Rc|)entanre t/oes cause a lot of b;id 
feeling. Still, to get back to the case. I want you to tell me all 
you know about tliis girl Gladys 'Purricr.’ 

She gazed at a chimjjanzec w'ho was putting both hands 
over a notice saying no not fkkd tiilsr animat. s, and 
looking at tliem fixedly. 

‘Aren’t they liuman!’ she exclaimed delightedly. ‘Oh, 
yes, about Nannie. Well, she started willi the Pcttigucs. 
She’d had a little training in one of tlic govcrnnient nur- 
series, but Marian Pettigue said it didn’t sc(‘m to liavc spoilt 
her a hit. She w^as witli them till her sister .started giving 
trouble, two years ago, after her motlier died. T’hey w'cre 
very sorry to lose her, l)ut they had to have somebody living 
in, and Nannie wanted to be a daily, you see, so as to make 
a home for her sister, so Marian Pettigue very kindly put h(;r 
on to me. And I must say, she’s an absolute treasure. Besides, 
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we don’t go out much in the evenings. Harold likes to work 
then.’ 

‘You say her sister was giving trouble? Hovp was that?’ 

‘Oh, well, she’s very pretty, you know, and rather silly, 
and at llristol she insisted on being an usherette at a cinema. 
Still, she came home at nights. But then the mother died, 
poor dear, and Ivy insisted on living in lodgings by herself. 
It wasn’t bad at first, bcc«'iuse Nannie found her a respect- 
able family. But then she moved, and Nannie thought she 
was getting into bad company, and didn’t like to leave her 
on her own. So in the end, she got Ivy this job in Oxford, 
left her own job, and set up with her sister in Jersey Street. 
Tliat’s how she came to leave the Pettigues, and I know it 
was a struggle for her. She was so fond of the children. 
'They’re twins, you sec.’ 

‘But I still don’t see what’s the matter with Ivy. Why get 
so worried about her ? After all, lots of girls do live alone. Is 
she unbala need, or something ? ’ 

‘Oh, no, I don’t think so. Just silly, you know, like girls 
arc.’ 

‘ H’m ! Are tlierc any other relations?’ 

‘'There’s an aunt at Weston, 1 think. 1 believe they went 
to sec her once.’ 

‘Anyone else?’ She hesitated ad Richard pressed the 
question. ‘Any black sheep in the family, for instance?’ 

Mrs Luke looked at him hard, and he found himself 
ridiculously wondering when he had last washed his hands. 
It was that kind of look. 

‘ Will you have to tell anyone else if 1 tell you ? ’ 

‘ I won’t tell anyone unless it’s really necessary. I can’t say 
more than that.’ 

‘Nannie told me in confidence, you see. Well, she’s got a 
brother.’ 

‘ Younger or older ? ’ 

‘Younger. Between her and her sister. I heard about it 
last year - last autumn, I think it was. Nannie came to me 
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~ I could see she’d been crying - and asked me in that formal 
way they have when they’re upset about anything. Tou 
know, they sound cross, but they aren’t really.’ 

‘Yes. What did she ask you ?’ 

‘She said, “Could you make it convenient to give me a 
month’s wages in advance, Mrs Luke, as I have an unex- 
pected bill to pay?” Well, I vorked it out in my head and 
it came to about ten pounds. So of course I said I’d lend her 
ten pounds and she could pay me back two shillings a week.’ 

‘Not much “of course” about it. Still ... What next?’ 

‘Well, that seemed to upset her worse than ever, poor 
child. But it was just as well in a way, because she had a good 
cry and told me the whole story. Her brother worked in a 
garage, she said, and he’d been stealing money out of the 
office. Not much, just odd silver, but it had mounted up to 
aboiit ten pounds before they were sure it was him. They’d 
noticed the losses, you see, and kept an account. Well, the 
man whp owned the garage said he’d overlook it if it was 
paid back. And so Gladys’s brother wrote and asked her lor 
the money. He lost the job, of course, but still, that was bet- 
ter than going to prison, wasn’t it?’ 

‘H’m. Why didn’t Ivy contribute?’ 

‘Oh, Nannie specially didn’t want Ivy to know. Ivy 
thinks he’s in Yorkshire, I believe. Nannie doesn’t want 
them to meet, you see, because the boy really docs seem to be 
a bad influence. I gather he’s always getting into trouble. 
Nannie said she’d told him he’d got to keep away from Ox- 
ford or else she wouldn’t ever help him again.’ 

‘And has he kept away?’ 

‘ I don’t know. I expect so. Nannie doesn’t talk about him 
much. I think she’s rather ashamed of him. I did ask her 
once or twice, but Nannie just said he’d got a new job or was 
out of a job. I think she must still be sending him money 
now and then, because she never seems to have any new 
clothes.’ 

‘Do you know where he is?’ 
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'No. I didn’t ask, and Nannie didn’t tell me. She’s seemed 
more cheerful lately, so perhaps he’s settled down now. I do 
hope so.’ 

‘Now, I want you to think very carefully bdFore you an- 
swer this question. How fond do you think your nannie was 
of this brother of hers?’ 

‘ I suppose it all depends on what you mean by fondy she 
said slowly. 'She wouldn’t let him get into trouble without 
trying to help. But she won’t let him near Ivy, I mean she 
doesn’t really think he’s nicBy you know. But she’d do any- 
thing for him.’ 

^ Anything?^ 

‘Not anything wrongy no, of course not. I don’t mean she 
wasn’t fond of him, but you see it was her duty to be, in a 
way, I mean, she really was frightfully devoted to him, but I 
think it was because she thought she ought to be. But, oh, 
dear, I can’t put it very well. You tell me what I mean.’ 

Richard was not at all averse from expressing the matter 
clearly ; and indeed, nothing is more flattering than to be 
asked to tell a woman what she means. It happens so seldom. 

'You mean, don’t you, that you think all her feelings are 
guided by a sense of duty, like Cordelia’s, and none the less 
strong for that. Therefore, she wouldn’t commit a flagrant 
breach of duty out of love for her h?*other, because love and 
duty are completely bound up in her mind, and there would 
be something monstrous to her in violating one for the sake 
of the other - a kind of division in nature.’ 

He looked up with perhaps a touch of triumph, to find her 
gazing dreamily past him at the patch of sunshine in the 
doorway. 

'Oh, yes, how clever of you,’ she said slowly responding. 
‘How well you put tilings! Harold would be interested. 
Though she’d be rather large for Cordelia, I think.’ 

Irresistible laughter bubbled up in Richard, shaking him 
from the diaphragm to the back of the nose. To cover it he 
turned to the cage before them. But the chimpanzees’ 
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amusements had now become so specialized as to be em- 
barrassing. He strolled along to the next cage, where there 
was a single ape sitting still in a corner. 

* Poor thing ! ’ said Mrs Luke vaguely. ‘ He looks like Dr 
Costard in the vacation when the college kitchens are shut, 
so lost somehow. Do you think I ought to get a temporary ? 
I mean, do you really think vou’ll find Nannie ? And if you 
do, will she be able to come back to work ? The childreii arc 
so fond of her.’ 

‘I hope we’ll find her,’ he said seriously. ‘It isn’t ejsy to 
hide from the police without a good deal of practice. But 1 
can’t possibly tell you whether she's innocent. If she has kid- 
napped the baby, her only motive will be to get a lot of 
money for its ransom. We can guess why she might want the 
money. So long as money isn’t being asked for, it looks hope- 
ful for her. And no demand has been sent to the Links yet, 
at least I don’t think so. I think they’d have told us if it had.' 

‘Oh, dear, yes, don’t worry about that for a minute. I’m 
sure they would. Of coui'sc, if it was me, I’d pay out any- 
thing, on any condition, to get my baby back, but Perpctua's 
so public-spirited, you see. She wouldn’t dream of it.’ 

‘ What’s she like ? I suppose you know her fairly well ? ’ 

"Oh, well, neighbours, you know But I’m so bad at 

explaining. She^s got a sense of duty, too, but not like Nan- 
nie’s. It’s more a sort of idea that she must cope with tilings, 
and know all the up-to-date methods, and be efficient. 'Phe 
way she brought up her baby, for instance. . . . ’ 

‘ I gather little Perdita had a sort of Board of Directors, 
didn’t she?’ said Richard, with his sidelong half-smile. 

‘ Oh, yes, and was fed on the stroke of the hour, and slie 
read up text-books by tlie dozen before she was born. Poor 
Perpetual She’s exactly the same about her marriage, too; 
she never just sits back and eryoys her husband.’ 

‘ How do you mean ? Does she deal witli him by up-to- 
date methods, too ? Poor John ! ’ 

‘Oh, my dearT said Mrs Luke, looking rather roguish. 
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* You wouldn’t believe all the books she has about it ! Do you 
know, I once went in there and found John all by himself in 
the sitting-room, and Perpetua with her hair, in pin-curls 
pressing her clothes upstairs. And she said it was such a pity, 
it was John’s only free evening that week and she had to 
spend it ironing, because she hadn’t pressed her skirt and it 
said in her book that a wife must be well groomed if she 
wished to keep her husband’s interest. So silly, you know, 
because they’re obviously devoted to each other and hate 
being apart.’ 

‘I don’t think that’s a sense of duty.’ 

‘Well, not like Nannie’s, I know. But it’s the Links’ spe- 
cial brand. But they’re very sweet, you know,* she added 
earnestly, ‘and they simply adore their baby. I do hope 
they’ll get her back.’ 

‘So do I,’ he said. ‘But I’ve never had a more puzzling 
case. It’s a sort of light with shadows, and I don’t see how to 
tackle it.’ 

‘I’ll hold my thumbs for you,’ she said. ‘Now 1 must go 
and find the children, or they’ll never get any tea. Good-bye, 
Mr Ringwood. I’ll let you know at once if I hear anything 
of Nannie.* 

She went away, leaving Richard comforted and encour- 
aged, though he could see no re;;' m for it. He took out his 
little book and began to make notes, leaning against the 
bars of the cage. Presently he felt a plucking at his coat, and 
turned round. The ape had sat down behind him and was 
trying to explore his pockets. Richard rather liked its 
sophisticated melancholy face with bulging cheeks and 
scanty reddish beard. It looked like an unsuccessful art 
dealer. 

‘ I can’t offer you much,’ he said apologetically, ‘ though I 
can see you’re a deserving case. Wallet? Well, better not, 
perhaps. Handkerchief? No, no ! Haven’t you heard about 
germs? Matches? Cigarettes? Hallo, you’re an addict, are 
you?’ 
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The creature was uttering low vehement grunts and 
stretching out the bald brown hand of supplication. Richard 
half-opened d^.he case. 

‘Now, then, Percy ! ’ said a voice behind him. ‘Don’t you 
bother the gentleman ! You ought to know better.’ 

Richard saw a stocky young keeper approaching. 

‘ Is he a smoker ? ’ he askec ‘ He seems very interested in 
my cigarettes.' 

‘Ah, he used to be, but he knows better now. (JVb, Percy !) 
The missionary that brought him up used to let him smoke 
regular, but that was out East. We had to stop him when he 
came here. It might have irritated his chest, you see, and 
you can’t be too careful, not in this climate.’ 

‘Oh, he was brought up by a missionary, was he? I 
thought he seemed very meek and mild. 1 suppose that’s 
why.’ 

The keeper smiled. ‘ Oh, no ! The mbsionary was a very 
lively gentleman, sir. When he used to come and see Percy, 
1 didn’t know if 1 was on my head or my heels, he used to go 
on so, the missionary, that is, not Percy. No, orangs just are 
quiet, that’s their nature, like. Unless they’re frightened. 
Then they can be devils. Just look at that, now ! ’ 

A chimpanzee in the next cage had flown into a temper 
and was bouncing up and down, shaking the bars and using 
what was evidently appalling language. The ape Percy rose 
up, moved over to the remotest part of his own cage, and 
huddled down with his hands over his ears, looking harassed. 

‘There, you see!* said the keeper. ‘He doesn’t even like 
the others carrying on. Though his own temper’s just as bad 
in a way. Sulk ! My goodness, can’t he sulk ! I’ve known him 
not look at me for days together, not even to take food. I will 
say this for the chimps, they come round easier after a row.’ 

‘ Perhaps he’s lonely. I suppose he’s the only orang you’ve 
got.’ 

‘No, we’ve got another. But it’s not on show at present.’ 

‘Oh, nothing wrong, I hope?’ 
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'Nothing said the keeper, with a fatuous paternal 

smile. *You never saw a finer specimen. Mishandled, that’s 
all. Mishandled, not to say insulted. And not by us. I name 
no names, but there’s some visitors ud be better in the cages 
than the monkeys, the silly ideas they have. Ah, animals 
always know, don’t they?’ 

The ape was by now extracting imaginary fleas from 
Richard’s hair, and Richard looked up indignantly to defend 
his personal hygiene. But the keeper continued courteously : 

' I can see he likes you. It’s a sure sign, that scratching is. 
He’ll scratch me by the hour sometimes. Well, sir, I must be 
getting on.’ ^ 

'Good lord, so must I !’ said Richard to himself, looking 
at his watch. ' Four o’clock. Not so bad. Nice time to call on 
the Links before I go to Clare’s.’ 


CHAPTER NINE 

John Link had reached home in the small hours of Thurs- 
day night. It would be difficult to say whether the husband 
and wife had derived a greater degree of comfort from each 
other’s presence, or distress from the sight of each other’s 
grief. They passed a wretched, « akeful night. Every now 
and then the cry of an owl, or some other soft nocturnal 
sound, would make Perpetua start up instinctively, thinking 
that her baby was crying for her; each time, the realization 
of the truth, which followed a second later, was harder to 
bear. Yet she had shed no tears, and when at last she rose to 
go about her household tasks, the reminders of her child 
that met her eye everywhere still did not melt her frozen 
grief. It was not until they were washing up after breakfast, 
and she dropped the teapot with a sharp shocking sound on 
the tiled floor, that she suddenly burst into hysterical weep- 
ing. John carried her upstairs and laid her on the tumbled 
bed, but nothing would stop her tears, till at last she fell into 
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an uneasy, exhausted sleep. Then John stole downstairs and 
rang up his neighbour, Mrs Luke. 

She camcrquickly. The sound of the front door awakened 
Pcrpetua. She called out, and Mrs Luke hurried up the 
stairs at once. She stayed upstairs for half an hour, and then 
came down in search of John. 

‘ How is she ? Is there any ti ing I can do ? ’ 

‘Let’s put a kettle on for some tea,’ she said. ‘Then we can 
talk while it’s boiling. Oh, yes, I think she’ll be all right now 
that she’s had a good cry. She’s been frightfully good, really. 
I was just asking her about her milk, you know. She mustn’t 
lose it, because it might make all the difference when you 
get Perdita back if her mother can feed her, mightn’t it? I 
know a very nice maternity nurse, and I’m sure she’ll come 
along if she’s free, and tell Perpetua what to do. Poor dar- 
ling, she must be in pain, though I’ve done what I could. 
But of course a real nurse is mucli better.’ She made the tea 
with slow gentle movements. ‘Andjohn. Do try to spare her 
any worr\dng news you can, won’t you ? I’here ! I'he tea’s 
ready now. You take it up. I must get back. I’ll tell you as 
soon as I’ve got a nurse.’ 

And so by Mrs Luke’s skilful management (of which she 
herself could certainly have given no rational account) the 
greater anxiety was for the moment swallowed up in the 
lesser, and the parents found relief in the possibility of action. 
Mrs Luke engaged a nurse, who would come at two o’clock 
to give treatment, and who meanwhile gave instinictions that 
would keep Perpetua occupied. John did some sketchy 
housework and prepared a makeshift lunch. As he w^as heat- 
ing a tin of soup, the flap of the letter-box clicked and some- 
thing fell softly on to the floor of the hall. He went and picked 
up the one letter in its flimsy envelope. He drew out a sheet 
of cheap lined paper, inscribed in a childish back-sloping 
hand. He gave a great gasp as he read it, and turned red and 
then pale again. 

‘ What shall I do ? * he whispered, clutching the edge of the 
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gas-stove. ‘Oh, my God, what ought I to do? Shall I tell 
her?’ 

‘John, dear, d’you want any help ? ’ called l|is wife from 
her bedroom. 

‘No, it’s nearly ready. I’m just bringing it up. You stay 
there and keep quiet till the nurse comes.’ 

Then he realized that his problem was shelved until the 
nurse had come and gone, and putting on the most cheerful 
face he could, he carried the tray upstairs, and devoted him- 
self to his immediate responsibilities. 

The nurse, a big cheerful woman, had gathered up the 
tools of her trade and bustled away. John turned from shut- 
ting the front door to see his wife dressed and coming 
downstairs. 

‘I’m all right now, really I am,’ she said in reply to his 
protest. ‘I’d rather be downstairs. The detective said he’d 
probably be coming in this afternoon. I’d like to see him.’ 

‘Did he?’ said John distractedly. ‘When? Do you really 
feel quite well now ? ’ 

‘ Oh, yes. The nurse has shown me what to do. I feel ever 
so much better. But you’re looking awful, my dear.’ 

‘Well ... oh, dear, I don’t know. Are you really feeling 
better? Well, perhaps I ought to tell you. Look, this letter 
came just before lunch. It’s all rig *t, it isn’t bad news.’ 

Perpetua read it. It ran as follows : 

Duar Sir, 

I know a man saw your kid pinched this afternoon, he has plenty 
of gen but won’t hand over under £50, he says send it in £i notes 
to I. Sidney, post restanl Oxford Street Post Oflice by return or it 
will be too laic. 

If you tell the cops he don’t think he can save the kid. 

Yours sincerely 

A. Well-Wisher 

‘Oh, John!’ She flung her arms round his neck. ‘Oh, 
John, it’s going to be all right I Have you sent it off?* 
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‘Sent it off? You mean to the police? No, I haven’t. I 
thought as Ringwood was coming this afternoon - 
‘To the pq^ice? But, John, it says they can’t save her if the 
police are told. Have you been to the bank and got the 
money?’ 

‘But, Pettie, surely we ought not to send it off? I mean, 
naturally the writer’d back his demand for money with 
threats, wouldn’t he? Surely it’s the police we have to trust.’ 

‘Oh, John, the police haven’t done any good at all so far. 
But the man who wrote this letter knows something, you can 
sec he does. We can’t risk losing touch with him. He says we 
must send the money by return or it will be too late. For 
God’s sake go out to the bank and draw the money now. Go 
on, quick ! ’ 

She pushed at him with both her hands. He still looked 
miserably uncertain and did not move. 

‘The bank’s shut, anyhow. Do be sensible, my dear. Of 
course I want to do everything to get her back, of course I do, 
but-don t you sec ? 1 his may be a hoax. It may just be some- 
one who’s read about Perdita being taken. It can’t be an 
honest man. And surely, surely, it’s our public duty to re- 
port this. Why it’s practically blackmail.’ 

‘Our public duty!’ cried his wife hysterically. ‘What’s 
that got to do with it ? I wish the bank wasn’t shut. How can 
we get the money ? ’ 

Do be sensible, Pettie. Surely we ought to show the letter 
to the police. It s a valuable clue. If wc don’t say anything 
and just send off the money, we may hear nothing more, and 
then we’ll have lost the chance. Not to mention fifty pounds.’ 

‘D’you mean you wouldn’t risk the money? Oh, John, it 
can t be that ! You can’t be thinking about money at a time 
like thb ! ’ 

John winced and turned pale, as if she had struck him with 
a knife. Tears of pain and indignation came into his eyes. 

‘How can you ! ’ he whispered in a choked voice. ‘ How can 
you say such a thing?* 
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The door bell rang and they heard the front door handle 
turn. 

‘ Hullo ! * said Richard Ringwood, strolling iijto the room. 
‘ Hope you didn’t mind my coming straight in. Fve got such 
a lot to tell you. When did you get back, John ? * 

Pcrpetua had slipped the letter into her pocket. The en- 
velope still lay on the arm of the chair. They both stood 
tongue-tied. 

‘Have I come at a bad moment?* Richard had immedi- 
ately felt the tension and had noticed John’s pallor and the 
unshed tears in his eyes. ‘I can come back later if you 
like.* 

‘No, don’t go,* said John, trying to speak normally. 
‘We’re - we’re upset, of course, and my wife isn’t very well. 
She’s just had a nurse with her. But of course we want to h^r 
everything.’ 

Richard sat down. He picked up the envelope that was 
lying on the arm of his chair and turned it abstractedly be- 
tween his fingers as he spoke. The two parents also sat down, 
on the edges of their chairs. 

‘Well, you may not think it’s good news, for we haven’t 
found her yet. But we’re working on three lines, and two of 
them seem fairly promising. We haven’t traced the man 
with the foreign accent that you £. .nd wandering about the 
house yesterday, Mrs Link. . . .’ 

Perpetua released her pent-up breath witli a hardly per- 
ceptible sound. 

‘ . . . but we found the old gipsy woman. And Mrs Luke’s 
nurse has disappeared, and her sister too. We’re following 
them up now.’ 

Richard felt, he could not tell why, that the Liulis took 
little interest in the gipsy and the nurse. 

‘ Where’ve they gone? London?’ asked John. 

‘I wish I knew. Why London particularly?* 

‘ I don’t know. Just an idea.* To cover his confusion, John 
changed the subject. ‘We’re so grateful to you for taking the 
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case on. I ought to have said so before. We know that if any- 
one can find Pcrdita, you can. But tell us - please, before yoii 
start on devils - do you really, honestly tliink you can ? Be- 
cause if not - well, I don’t know. It just doesn’t make sense. 
Even if we have another baby, it won’t be the same - and 
how do we know she’d be safe, either? One feels so helpless. 
It’s -it’s--’ 

‘Poor chap,’ said Richard. ‘It’s the uncertainty, isn’t it?’ 

‘Yes, and feeling it’s not in our hands. Oh, I don’t mean 
that, Richard, old man. You know how grateful we are, 
we’re sure that if anyone can find her, you can, but ... * He 
was plucking feverishly at the stuff of his armchair. 

‘Well, if you want my personal advice,* said Richard, ‘I 
can only say wait, and don’t let it get you down. There really 
is a chance, you know. And surely it’s better to wait for a bit 
than to make up your mind to the woi'st. But 1 think what 
you really want is my professional opinion, isn’t it?’ 

‘Yes! Yes, please. Your absolutely frank opinion.’ 

‘Well, this is actually the first case of kidnapping that I’ve 
dealt with. Don’t look alarmed. I know the general pattern ; 
we read each other's reports, you know. There arc three 
classical motives for kidnapping. First, ransom money. If 
this is the reason, you’ll be asked for money soon. Don^i pay it. 
Let us know at once. You’re much more likely to get your 
baby back if you do. Secondly, desire to possess a baby. Be- 
reaved mothers or childless women with a strong maternal 
instinct have been known tosteal other people’s babies. That’s 
why I went to the gipsy camp - gipsies still think babies are 
worth having in bulk. (But 1 drew a blank, as I’ll tell you 
presently.) Thirdly, lunatics. In that case of course it’s not 
done from rational motives at all, so it’s harder in a way to 
trace - only they don’t usually take very efficient precau- 
tions, so they very often give themselves away.’ 

‘Do - do you mean a - a lunatic may have got hold of 
Pcrdita? Oh, God 1 ’ 

'It’s only a remote possibility, and it doesn’t necessarily 
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mean ill-treatment, you know. Most lunatics are only vio- 
lent towards people they’re afraid of. And you notice I put 
it tliird on the list. Money is at the bottom of most crimes. 
Now I want to ask you some questions. You can help me a 
lot if you answer them carefully.* 

‘Yes! Yes, of course. Anything.’ 

‘ Well, first of all, have you any enemies ? Think carefully.’ 

‘ I - 1 don’t think so. I’ve always been very careful to keep 
on good terms with everyone, you know. Of course there 
was Peter Longman - he was in for my Fellowship. But he 
got one at Cambridge only a term after.’ 

‘Yes. Anyone else? Did you ever get anyone sacked from 
his job?’ 

‘N-no. I voted for cutting down the college servants, but 
not conspicuously. More than half the Fellows did the same. 
It was quite uneconomic, the way we were running things.’ 

‘Are you on good terms with your family - and your wife’s 
family ? * 

‘Yes. Oh, yes. We don’t see them much, you 'know, but 
there haven’t been any rows. Just a difference of outlook.’ 

‘I sec. You’ve given them help when they’ve needed it?’ 
Richard remembered that lank liad been a poor under- 
graduate. 

‘ Oh, yes. I got my father into very well-run Home only 
last year, when my mother died. My sisters can look after 
themselves, and so can Perpetua’s family. They’re in 
business.’ 

‘And you’re sure no one has a grudge against you?’ 

Link looked alarmed, but stood nis ground. Yes, he was 
sure. Of course he couldn’t pretend everybody liked him, but 
who could? He’d always rather made a point of getting on 
with his colleagues. 

‘ Know any mental cases ? * 

‘Not now ; no. I had a pupil last year who had a mental 
breakdown, but he was sent away and I believe he recovered. 
Of course, eccentrics — ’ 
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‘No. 1 don't mean eccentrics. We’d be shutting up half 

the dons at that rate. ' 

John Link's laugh was forced. Richard said : 

*It*s no good saying I know how you feel, because ob- 
viously I can’t imagine it. But I’m damn sorry. Now, shall I 
tell you the details of my investigations so far ? ’ 

He told them clearly and /ystematically, and they both 
listened with strained attention. 

*And so,’ Richard wound up, ‘the first thing I shall do is 
to try to find those girls. I’ve got their descriptions out 
already. I’ve got to wait till eight o’clock this evening to ques- 
tion the booking clerks at the station. As I say, we haven’t 
picked up the foreigner we found wandering about your 
house, but I hope we shall. If there’s any more investigating 
to be done at the gipsy camp - it can wait. We’ve done all 
we usefully can there at present, and they’ll be watched.* 

John looked up. 

‘Are there any known criminals in Oxford, by the way ? ’ 

‘Only one bogus financier, as far as the Yard knows. Mrs 
Link, I wonder if you can make anything of this ? * He rose, 
took an envelope from his pocket and brought over to her a 
strip of scorched white knitting. ‘No, don’t touch it, it’s 
rather fragile.’ 

‘It’s - it’s - oh, John, it’s one of Perdita’s little bootees, I 
tliink. I made her a pair with that pattern. Where did you 
find it?’ 

‘In the gipsy camp, on the edge of the fire.’ 

‘Oh - oh, dear. And Perdita wasn’t there?’ 

‘I’m sorry. But will you try to remember? Was Perdita 
wearing it yesterday ? * 

‘ No ! ’ she cried in surprise. ‘ No, of course she wasn’t. She 
had her pink ones on. I made a list of what she w<is wearing 
yesterday, as you asked me. Here it is. Those white bootees 
ought to have been in the wash. Wait a minute. I’ll go and 
look in the airing-cupboard.’ 

She ran out of the room, and came back with a single tiny 
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sock in her hand. It corresponded in pattern with the 
fragment. 

‘Look/ she said, ‘this is the pair to it. But t}^ere’s another 
odd bootee in the cupboard. And there’s a vest gone, too.’ 

‘Where were these things y^terday ?’ 

‘ On the line by the back door. I know, because I never 
leave anything over. If it was from the day before, I’d have 
put it away yesterday.’ 

‘Did you hang the things in pairs?’ 

‘ I don’t know. I usually do, but I suppose I might have 
made a mistake. Why ? * 

‘Well, if they weren’t in pairs somebody - say the gipsy - 
might have pinched two odd ones thinking they were a 
pair.’ 

‘ But why burn them ? * 

‘I’ve got somebody working on that now’ - he drew a 
deep breath at the sudden inward vision of Clare - ‘and I’ll 
be able to tell you this evening, perhaps. But if your baby 
wasn’t wearing this sock, its presence in the gipsy camp 
doesn’t necessarily lead us in the right direction.’ He 
frowned, and then realized how discouraging he sounded 
and cast about in his mind for something to comfort their 
bewildered grief. 

‘You know how it is in sci. Jarship,’ he said at last. 

‘ You’re faced with an apparently insoluble problem. You 
keep working at it. Sometimes you read round it and some- 
times you just stare at it and sometimes you collect parallels. 
And then suddenly, you see your way right through?’ 

John’s face lightened somewhat. ‘2bii did, Richard. I 
could never see why you gave up your classical stuff. You’d 
have had your pick of the jobs.’ 

‘ Well,’ said Richard, who disliked this sort of remark, ‘ it’s 
just the same in detection, you see. We have to get all the 
pieces first and then fit them together, and then there’s good 
hope of a solution. By the way, I wish I knew more about 
your college.’ 
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‘ Why ? You surely don’t think theyve got anything to do 
with the kidnapping?’ exclaimed John in surprise. 

Richard lafjghed. ‘No, of course not. But they’re your 
most numerous neighboui's. One of them might have noticed 
something. And I like to fill in the background of a case. 
It’s very often in the background that one finds the im- 
portant point. You couldn’t take me into Hall, could you?’ 

‘Yes, do!’ said his wife. ‘Why not to-night? It’s your 
evening for dining in Hall, isn’t it, John?’ 

‘ I’d rather stay with you, my dear. I don’t want to leave 
you alone.’ 

‘ I won’t be alone, 'fhe nurse is coming.’ 

‘Well, it would fit in rather well, actually,’ said Richard. 
‘I’ve got to hang about to see the booking clerks at the 
station at eight. And I may not be free after tliat.’ 

‘All right,’ said John dejectedly. ‘ I mean, of coui'se I shall 
be delighted. We dine at seven-fifteen. Will you pick me up 
in my room at ten past ? * 

‘Thank you, I will. Sure there’s nothing else you want to 
ask me - or tell me ? ’ 

He paused, trying to gauge tlic quality of their silence. 

‘ If we think of anything,’ said John at last, ‘ I can tell you 
this evening, can’t I ? ’ 

‘ M’m. Or ring up the police station. There’s no time to be 
wasted, you know. Well, till then.’ 

The slam of the door and the sound of his own footsteps 
drowned the flood of wliispcred conversation that his de- 
parture had released. 

It was not long after half past four when Richard left the 
Links’ house and began to walk to Clare’s lodgings in North 
Oxford. His way lay past Blackwell’s, that noblest of book- 
shops, and he could not resist dropping in to buy Clare a 
present. In fact, lie became so absorbed in choosing it that 
when he noticed the time, he hastily bought the four books 
under his arm and ran all the way from the Broad to Brad- 
more Road, arriving at the door on the last of the many 
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strokes of five o’clock, thankful that the chimes of Oxford 
will always give a minority vote to justify a late arrival. 

Clare took him to her room at the top of the^ouse. There 
was a carpet the colour of blackberries, and the curtains and 
covers were striped white and blue. Venetian glass glittered 
like golden bubbles on the shelves and mantelpiece. She 
pushed him gently into a big chair and fed him with China 
tea and tliin triangular sandwiches. He had much to tell 
her. 

‘But how maddening for you not to know where to start 
looking for that nannie 1 ’ 

‘ Slie’ll turn up in the official filter in the end. Though not 
before we’ve got scores of wrong ones. But I want to get her 
now. Time’s everything in a case like this.’ 

‘Yes. How were the Links taking it?’ 

‘They’re absolutely shattered - all on edge - and she was 
ill, too. They’d had a nurse there. And yet, I don’t want to 
be fanciful, but I felt there w^as something else upsetting 
tliem, something they didn’t tell me. I must get at John’s 
bank manager to-morrow. Or to-night. God! To-morrow 
may be too late ! ’ 

‘You’ll find the baby, darling. I’m sure you will. Your 
Sibyl said you would, don’t you ^’'•member?’ 

* Stowed away in the dark, in no man^s keeping. Ugh! Well, if 
you find that encouraging — ’ 

‘ Gipsies, by the way,’ said Glare, producing her notebook. 

‘Ratty, my generous friend,’ said Richard, quoting from 
The Wind in the Willows^ ‘1 am very sorry indeed for my 
foolish and ungrateful conduct.’ 

‘Bless you,’ she replied in character, ‘what’s a little w’et 
to a Water Rat? Have you noticed how we have all the 
same favourite books ? ’ 

‘ Oh, books, yes. I bought us some books to-day, they’re 
on that chair, but you mustn’t look now. I want to hear tlie 
results of your valuable research, and time is getting short. 
Go on and tell me, there’s a good child.’ 
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* Child ! I like that. Why, a Theosophist told me only last 
week that 1 was an Old Soul.’ 

‘And wentf.on to remind you that you owed him a fiver 
from a previous incarnation, I expect. My dear Old Soul, 
my young and rose-lipped cherub, we really must get 
on.’ 

‘ Here it all is,’ said Clare, taking up some sheets of paper. 
‘ First of all, there have been traditional funerals, right up to 
the war. Here’s a list. The best one seems to have been a 
funeral at Reading, in the nineteen-thirties, when they burnt 
a wagon and everything in it, and there’s something rather 
interesting there. Because the man was called Buckland, like 
the gipsies at Mayfield.’ 

‘Yes, that was Plato Buckland’s funeral. They’re a very 
ancient stock, aren’t they?* 

‘Yes, so I suppose they’d be conservative about keeping 
up old customs. Do you know about their burials? It’s very 
curious.’ 

‘ Remind me,* said Richard evasively. 

‘ Well, death is thought of as a pollution. So they do their 
best not to let anyone die in the wagon, because the wagon 
would be unlucky after that, you see. They generally rig up 
a tent nearby and move the dying man into it when they 
think he can’t last much longer - ghastly, isn’t it? And they 
burn the tent afterwards.’ 

‘That fits in witli what that awful old Gamp at Mayfield 
told me. Go on.’ 

‘They’re afraid of handling dead bodies, but also afraid 
of undertakers ~ they don’t want the privacy of their dead to 
be infringed - so they often wash and dress the dying man all 
ready for burial before life is extinct.’ 

‘ Oh, good for you ! This all bears out Mrs Fox at Mayfield.’ 

‘After the body has been laid out,’ she continued, reading 
from her notes, ‘it is often placed on a strip of matting or 
sack, so that it can be lifted into the coffin at the last minute 
without being touched. It lies in state in the death-tent until 
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the funeral, which is generally as soon as possible, with a 
candle at its head, washed continually by relatives. . . . ’ 

‘What?* 

‘No, watched. (Sorry, couldn’t read my writing.) The 
relatives fast before the funeral, except for a little bread and 
water. (Now here’s something I thought rather beautiful.) 
They often lay a crust of bread on the dead man’s breast. It 
isn’t food for the next world. They just think that bread is a 
holy substance and they often carry a crust about with them 
to protect them against bad spirits. They call it “the dear 
God’s bread.’” 

‘ Like Herrick. How does it go? *^InyouT wallet** - no. 

‘ “ In your pocket for a trust 
Carrie nothing but a Crust; 

For that holy piece of Bread 
Charms the danger and the dread** 

It isn’t only gipsies. But don’t let’s get side-tracked.’ 

‘Disposal of property,’ read Glare. ‘Gipsies do* not leave 
their personal possessions to relatives. Everything except 
money (and occasionally snuff-boxes) is publicly burnt. If 
they, aren’t burnt, then the coffin is made larger than usual 
and the dead man’s property is put in with him.’ 

‘Oh, good ! I knew there was s^* aething to account for the 
big coffin, only I couldn’t remember what it was. Thank 
goodness we didn’t exhume.’ 

‘Yes, but that may be cover for something worse, mayn’t 
it?’ 

‘It may. But I’m sure they’d been fasting too. They had 
that sharp clear look about the eyes. I wonder if they’d have 
gone so far as that if they were just play-acting.’ 

‘But then, what about the sock?’ 

‘Bootee, darling, according to Mrs Link. Yes, that was 
Perdita’s, sure enough. But the gipsy seems to have taken it 
off the line.’ 

‘But why did she steal it if the baby was dead already? 
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Gould they have stolen it so as to give their baby plenty of 
ghostly bootees in the underworld ? ’ 

* 1 think it was just instinct. Gipsies steal upon instinct. 
I don’t take this point seriously.’ 

‘Well, what do you take seriously? When will the key 
point emerge?’ 

‘It probably has already,’ *’C replied wearily. ‘Real intel- 
ligence consists in seeing what’s under your nose. I just have 
intellectual astigmatism, that’s all. Is there someone at the 
door?’ 

Clare looked out of the window. ‘ It’s your sergeant,’ she 
said. ‘Oh, dear, must you go? When shall I scf*: you again?’ 

‘I don’t know, darling. I’ve got so many lines out and 
there may be a bite any moment. I haven’t made a proper 
report at the station, and I ought lo do that. Hut I’m dining 
in Hall with Link, because I want to look at his colleagues 
and see if I can pick anything up there. And I must see the 
railw’ay people soon after eight. Shall I ring you up some 
time after dinner?’ 

‘ I expect ril be in,’ said Glare in an off-hand way which 
did not attempt to conceal sudden and clioking anger. ‘ If 
not, they’ll take a message. Better not kiss me, it'll m<ake you 
late.’ 

She shut the door on }ii»n and herself walked blindly into 
the tea-tcible, and fell, breaking .some china. 

‘Are you all right, darling?’ said liLs anxious voice behind 
her. 

‘ Perfectly, thank you,’ she replied with difficulty from the 
floor. ‘Please don’t wait.’ 

She was pulled to her feet violently and held at arm’s 
length. 

‘Do you think I like it cither?’ His voice shook. ‘Do you 
think I prefer police stations to p)unts and constables to 
courtship? It’s my job. Shall I give it up? I will if you want 
me to, but I should be ashamed to the end of my life, and 
you’d despise me for ever. What do you want, you unreason- 
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able creature?’ He gave her a gentle shake and she came 
into his arms. 


CHAPTER TEN 

Plummer was sitting at the wheel of the official car when 
Richard came out, and began zealously disentangling his 
stomach from the steering-wheel and opening the door, his 
object being to spring out smartly and salute. But Richard 
had put his head through the left-hand window, so Plum- 
mer, with one leg hanging out, had to twist round and try 
to salute over his own shoulder. 

‘Hallo, Plummer,’ said Richard, leaning his arms on the 
window and smiling. ‘Flies bothering you? Had some tea?’ 

Plummer repacked himself into the seat. ‘Yes, lovely, 
thank you, sir. There’s a message come by phone to the 
station, sir. It’s from the station.’ 

Richard clutched his hair with one hand and held out the 
other for the typewritten slip that Plummer was offering 
him. On it was written: ‘From the stationmaster, G.W.R., 
to Oxford police. The booking clerks come on duty at 6 p.m. 
and not at 8 p.m. as stated by an oversight.’ 

‘He was ever so sorry, sir. H. 3ays there’s been so many 
changes lately, it slipped his mind.’ 

‘That’s all right.’ He got into the front passenger seat. ‘It 
fits in rather well, really. We’ll go to the station now.’ 

Plummer appeared to understand at once, and drove off. 
At the railway station, Richard tried the down side first, as 
it led to more seaports. The booking clerk on the down plat- 
form had one of those noses that grow straight out of the 
forehead in a single line of solid bone, and in F4ngland always 
go with impenetrable stupidity. Richard had often won- 
dered whether the Greeks really had noses like that, and if 
so, how they had managed to be so intelligent. No doubt 
they could get away with anything. The booking clerk, at 

117 



THE MISSING LINK 


any rate, was no exception to the English nili. After backing 
and filling for some minutes^ he looked at the photograph. 
It was upside down. After about eighty seconds he turned it 
right way up, gazed at it for another minute, and then said : 
‘No, I never see them. But I wasn’t here yesterday, sir, of 
course.* 

‘ Where were you, then ? ’ 

‘ On the up side, of course.’ 

‘Then who was here?’ 

‘T’other chap, of course.’ He moved his great head in the 
direction of the lines. ‘ Chap on the up side.’ 

Richard guessed that the clerks must take it in turns to be 
on the up or down side-) of the station. Having had his guess 
confirmed, after a pause for thought, by the clerk, he crossed 
the lines by the subway and went into the other booking 
office. The man there looked quite human, and there was a 
promising indentation where his nose met his foreliead : but 
it soon became clear from his conversation that he only exer- 
cised his mind off duty. People who bought tickets l^ored 
him. There were too many of them. They were always in a 
hurry, and they never had any change. As he delivered him- 
self of these sentiments, looking from time to time at tlie 
photograph, the telephone rang beside him. It did not seem 
to botlier him, but presently he picked up the receiver. 

‘Hold on,’ he said, and laid it on the table. 

‘ You don’t remember an American or Canadian accent ? * 
Richard asked. 

‘Can’t say I do. Wait a minute though. Come to think of 
it, there was an American last night, tried to pass off some 
foreign coin on me for a shilling. I gave it back to him 
double quick. He didn’t like me spotting it, neethcr.’ 

‘Youngish, brown liair, medium colouring?’ 

■ Might be. Can’t say 1 reely looked.* 

The telephone receiver was emitting loud angry barks. 

‘I say, hadn’t you better answer that thing?’ said 
Richard. ‘I don’t mind waiting.’ 
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‘I expect he*ll ring off in a minute. They mostly do. I do 
remember one thing, though. He wasn’t a black.’ 

‘Well, that’s something. Do you remembpr how many 
tickets he took and where he was going?’ 

‘I’m ever so sorry,’ he said after a pause. ‘I just can’t 
remember. It’s no good. They all come at me one after an- 
other and I just can’t tell the difference. What a shame, I 
might have had my picture in the paper, mightn’t I ?’ 

‘Oh, well, they might not have had room. There’s always 
the international situation and the local weddings. Let me 
know if you remember anything.’ 

‘I sure will.’ The telephone receiver was now silent. He 
replaced it on its hook, and the bell rang again. 

‘ Hold on,’ he said, and laid it down. 

’ I forgot to tell you, sir,’ said Plummer, when Richard was 
back in the car. ‘ I rang up ’Arwell like you said, and they 
stiid there wasn’t anyone called Leslie Gray on their books. 
Seems funny, don’t it?’ 

‘ It makes me all the more anxious to find those girls. I 
don’t like the sound of that chap. Let’s just go to the other 
station, too, and show them the photograph. Though I don’t 
believe that anyone who was travelling to Cambridge or 
Bletcliley could possibly be a cic Jk. Still, we’d better make 
sure.’ 

But no one at the other station remembered the girls. It 
was now nearly seven o’clock. Richard left another report at 
the police station, and then told Plummer to drive him to 
John Link’s college. 

‘ I’m dining here, Plummer, with Mr Link, in the hope of 
picking up some odds and ends of gossip. I’m afraid you’ll 
have to stay at the station in case any identifications come 
through. I’m sorry.’ 

‘That’s all right, sir. It’s a nice change after the traffic. 
Did Miss Liddicote enjoy her day ? She’s an Oxford lady, isn’t 
she, sir? I’ve often seen her about. I never forgets a face.’ 
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‘She’s here in term, yes. She really lives in Somerset, quite 
near my father’s place.’ 

‘Ah,’ said l^lummer in a very deep manner. ‘Should I let 
you know if she rings up, sir?’ 

Richard met his eye, but it was as guileless as a cocker 
spaniel’s. 

‘Thank you,’ he said, with dignity. ‘And let me know if 
they pick up the girls or Gray, won’t you? The porter will 
send a message through to me.’ 

He was just in time to join Link in the procession of the 
dons into Hall. They shuffled under an arch and up a short 
stone staircase, and came out on the dais at the end of the 
dining-hall where the High Table stood, bathed in the soft 
light of shaded table-lamps. Half-reflected on the glossy 
damask of its surface stood great pieces of College plate, 
ancient salt-cellars and tankards with those sapphire 
shadows that silver acquires after two hundred years of 
faithful polishing. 

Richard, as the only guest that night, was placed next to 
the Provost in the place of honour. John Link was on his 
other side, and opposite him there was a very old man and a 
very young one. The scats were too widely spaced for him to 
hope for talk with any but these four. Everyone stood at his 
place and silence fell. The Provost made a signal to the 
undergraduate at the head of the scholars’ table, and he re- 
cited a long Latin grace. Then they sat down to the sub- 
dued roar of young men’s voices, and Richard and tlie 
Provost were introduced and began to make polite conver- 
sation. 

The Provost, a bachelor in his middle fifties, had earned 
his present laurels by a distinguished career in the civil ser- 
vice, and had only recently returned to academic life. His 
manner was as smooth and impersonal as plate-glass, and he 
talked most readily about administration. Richard elicited 
from him four criticisms of the way the police force was 
managed, and agreed with three constructive suggestions, 
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the last about salaries, on which the Provost was well in- 
formed. He thought the country would save money if young 
policemen were paid less and family allowancf s for married 
men were increased. 

‘I’m glad you’re in favour of policemen having families, 
sir.* 

‘ I didn’t say that. I said family allowances. The point is, 
that if you step up family allowances you’re making a con- 
cession which offsets the lower pay for bachelors, but in fact 
a saving is effected, because no one is going to have any 
more children with the cost of living on the up-grade.’ 

‘Oh, I see.’ Not families, family allowances. Not children, 
child guidance. Not houses, housing. Richard realized that 
the personal details he was hoping to pick up about life in 
the college would not be learned from its Head, and felt, 
the whitebait having been removed, that he had at any rate 
done his duty by the Provost. The Provost thought so too, 
for he turned to his other neighbour and was soon deep in a 
discussion about government grants for research. 

‘I say, John,’ Richard whispered. ‘Which are sheep and 
which arc goats?’ 

This was an expression tliey had both learnt from the 
tutor they had shared as undcrg^-aduates. Sheep represented 
the older, and goats the newer bianches of learning. (Their 
tutor used to say that the sheep had no original ideas and 
the goats stank, so he was being perfectly fair all round.) 

‘Two goats to your right,’ said John, with a dreadful 
forced jauntiness. ‘Mostly sheep opposite and at my end. 
Or do mathematicians count as goats?’ 

‘No, sheep, sheep.’ 

‘And Robin Shawycr opposite you. He’s a doctor.’ 

The very young man opposite must have had acute hear- 
ing, for he looked up, saying : 

‘What’s this, John? Are you washing my dirty swabs in 
public? Shame!’ 

‘ It’s not as bad as that,’ said Richard, hoping to start a 
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general conversation. 'I was asking John which were the 
scientists and which were the literary gents.’ 

*Oh, no, you weren’t,’ he replied merrily. *You were 
asking which were sheep and which were goats. I know all 
about Blodger. Don’t count me as a goat, that’s all. I’m not, 
am I ? ’ He appealed to the very old man beside him. 

‘ My dear Robin ’ - the voice seemed to well up richly as 
though through an immense vat of the oldest College port - 
*1 will vouch for you absolutely. You arc our brightest hope 
in this increasingly wicked and cheerless society. You never 
question the kitchen accounts ; you voted against providing 
a ladies’ lavatory in College ; and you have, for your years, a 
remarkably sound taste in wine. Have you tried this Bur- 
gundy? Do, do. It is young, but noble, and if you appro- 
priate its description to yourself you will do yourself no 
more than justice. We’d better have another bottle.’ 

Under eyebrows like moustaches he shot an exploratory 
glance at Richard. 

‘And you, sir? May I introduce myself? I am known as 
Old Costard. Yes, I am commonly reputed to be eighty- 
nine, but I should warn you from the age of forty upwards 
1 have enjoyed a spurious venerability, thereby ensuring in- 
dulgence for my weaknesses and respect for rny opinions. 
Try this Burgundy. Siccis^* he continued, pronouncing in the 
anglicized manner, ^ omnia nam dura deus proposuitT He was 
somewhat the better for wine. 

‘Thank you,’ replied Richard. ‘Though I suspect that 
mordaces sollicitudines are the breath of life to a real progres- 
sive.’ He could hear the Provost telling a great story of mis- 
management on his left. 

‘Well, God bless you, if I may say so without committing 
myself. How delightful. Link, my dear man, is this a fellow 
of King’s, Cambridge? He must be. You won’t find a man 
under fifty in this miserable place who could take a Horatian 
allusion.’ 

John glanced at Richard, who nodded slightly. 
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•No, indeed,* said John. *He*s a detective-inspector of 
Scotland Yard. We were up together.* 

Costard chuckled. * Odora canum vis^ are you P^Well, my life 
is an open book, though not perhaps a book for beginners. 
You must sit next to me at dessert, and cat a Black Market 
banana. You shall tell me about the criminal classes and 
listen to me vilipending my colleagues. You find us to-night 
in a particularly happy situation. At least half of us arcn*t 
dining.* 

He applied himself to the erdme brulde, which was am- 
brosial. Richard turned to tlie Provost and remarked that 
the rumours of sumptuary legislation in his college seemed 
to have been greatly exaggerated. 

‘ I didn’t know there were any cooks left in England who 
could come up to this standard.’ 

‘Technically, yes, he does very well, but I believe there’s 
a lot of waste, and it is needlessly elaborate. I’d rather have 
somebody who imderstood bulk buying and paid some atten- 
tion to dietary values. But of course that’s the Bursar’s 
business. It seems to me that the luxurious standard of living 
here is quite outdated and militates against efficiency. No 
government establishment would stand it. I suppose cver>'- 
one’s finished their wine?’ 

He addressed the last remark *.o the table at large, and 
took up a small ivory mallet which lay beside his glass of 
water. Everybody rose (since Richard had already done so), 
though Dr Costard seemed inclined to rebel, and put on a 
great show of decrepit senility struggling to his feet. But at 
last he, too, was standing. The Provost rapped with liis mal- 
let and said grace in an authoritative but detached manner. 
John Link had eaten hardly any dinner and had been look- 
ing increasingly wretched and impatient, so Richard whis- 
pered to him to go home. He could, in fact, though of course 
he did not say so, work much more freely without him, and 
his presence was embarrassing, as he had, it seemed, told no 
one in College about the kidnapping. John, with obvious 
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relief, handed over his guest to the care of Costard and 
slipped away to his wife. 

Costard leji Richard, by a kind of invisible hand, to the 
common-room, and did not relinquish this mysterious grip 
until he had settled him in one of a pair of armchairs at the 
window end of the semicircle. There were little tables of 
fruit in front of them, and the decanters began to go round. 
Outside, the last of the evening sunlight lay caught in the 
luminous green of the Fellows’ skittle-alley, as it glimmered 
up between its black box hedges. 

Costard’s pungent periods ceased as they poured and 
savoured their port. Then Richard glanced up and met his 
inquiring look. 

•You approve? I laid this down myself, twenty years ago, 
when I was common-room steward. Got it from Chiswick’s 
cellar.’ 

‘ It’s admirable. Though by next year — * 

‘You’re perfectly right. We are not drinking it Hist 
enough, and by next year it will begin to go off. Barbarians, 
barbarians I But not you, my dear fellow. You, if I may say 
so, are a man after my own heart. I am sure you are wasting 
your talents in London.* 

This was Richard’s opening, and he took it not very 
adroitly. 

‘ I w^onder if you would think it out of place for me to ask 
your advice about a case ? * 

‘On the contrary’ - he was now in a state of ponderous 
benevolence - ‘like the ancient Persians, I prefer to give 
counsel at night. Unlike those misguided Asiatics, I am 
averse from revising it in the morning. Say on.’ 

‘ I am engaged upon a criminal case,’ said Richard, un- 
consciously falling into hb partner’s Gibbonian manner, ‘in 
which the crime seems to be inexplicable unless committed 
from motives of personal animosity. John Link’s baby has 
been kidnapped.’ 

Costard looked blank. 


124 



FRIDAY 


‘ I should need to have drunk rather more or rather less 
than I have,’ he said in a colourless voice, looking away, ‘ to 
feel as I should about this news. But, of course^ if I can give 
you any practical help — ’ 

‘ Indeed you can. That’s why I ventured to introduce the 
topic. Port, sir ? Yes, as I say, apart from personal animosity, 
I can’t understand it. But Link swears that he hasn’t got any 
enemies. Do you think that is really so ? * 

Costard settled back more comfortably and reflected. 

‘His independent actions, on the one hand,’ he said, 

‘ could never make him any enemies, since to the best of my 
belief, they do not occur. On the other hand, his part in joint 
actions, such as voting, and his pliilosophical support given 
to this or that school of thought, may have earned him dis- 
like in some quartere. Still, one could hardly imagine re- 
venge taking so violent, and, I may add, so inconvenient a 
form, especially in England. On the continent, now, some- 
body might have thought Link’s little volte-face in Congrega- 
tion was a personal matter. But here, everyone of any im- 
portance realized that he had merely gone over to the more 
influential party. He is not without charm, that young man, 
but also not wholly able to conceal his perfectly natural 
ambition.’ 

‘ What was tlie volte face ^ ’ 

‘ Oil, he helped me to defeat a P.P.S. measure a week ago. 
You’ve heard of P.P.S. ? Our new Honour School, you know 
- Psychology, Politic.s, and Sociology. It is a short cut to 
highly paid bureaucratic employment; one starts place- 
hunting three years earlier than the others. A detestable 
abuse of university studies. Well, a powerful faction in P.P.S. 
were trying to introduce experimental psychology, and they 
wanted to use undergraduates as their guinea-pigs. Yes, that 
was their monstrous proposal, to obtain unlimited licence to 
manipulate the minds of their wretched pupils. I was against 
it, of course. But I was the worst possible man to oppose it 
openly. I have a certain reputation as a diehard, despite the 
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fact that, as you see, I ain dying quite easily and pleasurably 
- but that is by the way. I therefore selected Link as my 
protagonist, since he was known to have left-wing sym- 
pathies and an austerely social conscience. But I knew he 
was a good fellow at heart. 1 selected him, I say. I gave him 
some good port and introduced him to one or two of my 
friends - in short, I persuaded him to oppose the measure. 
He made a speech along the lines I had indicated, but bet- 
ter, my dear fellow, far more eloquent than I had dared to 
expect ! ’ 

‘He knew his Cicero pretty well when we were up to- 
gether.’ 

‘Just so, just so ; a good rhetorical training is never lost. 
How right you are ! Well, as I say, he defeated the motion. 
And since then / have had cold looks from the P.P.S. But I 
don’t suppose anyone is fool enough to blame poor Link.* 
He chuckled. 

The common-room scout approached Richard at this 
moment and whispered to him that the police wanted him 
on the telephone. Hope and excitement rose in Richard as 
he took his leave. 

‘ I’m afraid I must go,’ he said. ‘ Something new has come 
in. Will you lunch with me at the Mitre one day soon and 
go on with this very interesting conversation ? * 

‘The conversation,* he said, with a pontifical nod, ‘I 
would gladly continue. Luncheon, I fear, I must decline. 
My brain is not at its best till later in the day, so I confine 
myself to teaching during the morning. You must come and 
drink with me some night soon.’ 

It was Plummer on the telephone, rather flustered and loud. 

‘Hallo! Hallo, sir? Is that Inspector Ringwood? ... Can 
you hear me, sir? ... This is me, Sergeant Plummer. Mrs 
Luke has just rung up, sir. She wanted you particular — 
No, she wouldn’t leave a message. She said would you ring her 
back? ... Very good, sir. I’ll bring the car round at once.’ 
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Richard rang off and turned to the porter. * Gould you 
get me Mrs Luke, 51 Merton Street? It’s rather urgent, or I 
wouldn’t bother you.’ 

The porter manipulated the various knobs of the complex 
machine, and handed Richard the receiver in a remarkably 
short time. 

‘Oh, is that Mr Ringwood? Yes, I wanted to tell you 
that Nannie rang up.’ The slow warm voice was quite un- 
distorted. ‘Yes, about five minutes ago.’ 

‘ Where from ? What did she say ? ’ 

‘Well, she didn’t say anything; I thought it was so queer, 
'riie telephone rang and I answered it, and they told me to 
hold on for a call from Liverpool. Then I heard Nannie’s 
voice. She said, “Hallo, this is Nannie. Is that Mrs Luke?” 
and then there was a sort of click and the line went dead. 
She sounded so worried.’ 

‘Did you notice tlie time?’ 

‘ Well, Harold did, and he told me to write it down. It was 
eight twenty-five by our clock.’ 

‘You’re sure it was her voice, are you? Good. Well, thank 
you very much for letting me know. I’ll have the call traced 
.it once. Good-bye.’ 

Richard rang up the exchange and asked them to trace 
the call from Liverpool and report it to the police station. 
Then he went out into the street and found Plummer just 
driving up in the car. He jumped in and had himself taken 
to the police station at once. 

He had not waited very long when the exchange told him 
that the call had been traced to a public telephone box in- 
Liverpool. ‘And Liverpool’s on the line for you now. Will 
you hold on to take the call ? ’ 

‘You bet I will,’ said Richard blithely. ‘(Plummer, is 
there plenty of petrol in the car? Go and see, there’s a good 
chap.) Yes, Inspector Ringwood speaking. (Shut that door, 
blast you !) Yes, I can hear you.’ 

It was the Liverpool police. Amanandagirl, corresponding 
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to the official descriptions of* Ivy and (Iray, had taken 
passages on a small cargo steamer that was to sail for Lima 
at four-tliirty that morning, 'riie clerk had sold them thcii 
tickets before being questioned by the police, so no one had 
kept track of them. Tlic ship was called the Santa Rosa. 

‘I’his is tlie sixth couj)le cc rrespondiiig to the description 
that we’ve had reported to us,' said Richard, ‘but llic girl’s 
sister seems to have just rung up from Liverpool, so it looks 
as if you'd scored the bull’s-cyc. I’ll put the name of the 
chap who spotted it in my report. Now listen, I’m coming to 
Liverpool at once, and I hope to arrive before the Santa Rosa 
sails. But I want that ship watched, (iet the passenger list, 
and check the passengci*s in. You’d better station a man on 
the wharf, and give him a warrant to look over the ship first. 
Where is she berthed, and how do I get to her? . . . Right. I’ll 
be with you as soon as I can.’ 

Next he dialled Glare’s number and told her the news. 

‘So good-bye till to-morrow. What arc you doing now? 1 
want to imagine you.’ 

‘I’m reading the books you brought me. The natural his- 
tory one’s frightfully good.’ 

‘Yes, I thought it could be the foundation of our nursery 
library. Which do you want first, a boy or a girl?’ 

‘Both. Twins. Darling, you won’t drive too fast, will you ? 
And come back soon.’ 

He went out to the sergeant. 

‘Plummer,’ he said. ‘We’re going to drive to LiverpO(;i. 
Yes, now. Have you had any food ? ’ 

‘Not since my tea, barring a cu]) of cocoa.’ 

‘ Well, go to the nearest pub and get lots of sandwiches and 
put them in the car. I believe we’re on to something at 
last.’ 
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CHAPTER ELEVEN 

Tiif-V WERE all ready to start and Richard had one leg in 
the car when he slapped himself on the forehead. 

‘Maps! We want road maps. Do you know the shortest 
way to Liveq)Ool ? I don’t.’ 

‘There should be some maps in this pocket, sir.’ 

‘Berkshire, Hampshire — No, that’s no good. All right, 
I’ll go myself.’ 

He d<ashed back into the building and presently returned 
with one of those books of road maps where you lose your 
place every time you turn the page. But at least it covered 
the right counties. 

‘Got it out of the lost property,’ he explained briefly. 
‘Now, we’ll take it in turns to drive. What’s your bedtime, 
Plummer?’ 

‘About half past nine, sir, as a rule. My old woman’s got a 
bad leg, see, and it plays her up a bit by the evening. Saves 
the light, too, if we go up in good time. But don’t worry, sir, 
I shan’t get sleepy till after eleven. I generally hears it strike 
before 1 go off.’ 

‘Well, you’d better take your turn lii*st, while you’re fresh, 
and I’ll be working out the route. Drive as fast as you can.’ 

‘ I once got up to sixty on my motor bike, sir, when I was 
a young chap. Ah, I was half the size then, a regular shrimp. 
I’ve had to give it up now, of course. Too much wind- 
resistance, as they say.’ He belched. ‘ Pardon. Ah, it’s a treat 
to have a car like this to drive. You needn’t be afraid of m^ 
getting sleepy, not with a job like this.’ 

He did drive vcr>' well and made good time, though 
Richard longed to go fiister, and sat nervously fidgeting with 
the map. Plummer slowed up conscientiously for cross-roads 
and built-up areas, sat bolt upright, and used the horn fre- 
quently. He looked blissfully happy. At eleven o’clock 
Richard told him to stop. 
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*Try to get some sleep/ he said. * I don’t expect we’ll get to 
bed to-night. I’ll wake you up when I’ve had enough.’ 

He took t}ie driver’s seat, and the car was like a horse 
changing from a canter to a gallop. It tilted as it roared 
round corners, it seemed to leap into the air as it skimmed 
over humped bridge^, it darted perilously through narrow 
places, while the headlights picked out a lightning succes- 
sion of bushes, cottages, and trees that looked flat and over- 
simplifled, like stage scenery, against the blackness behind. 
Richard drove with all his attention, remembering the map 
which he had been at such pains to learn by heart while 
Plummer was driving, and always going rather faster than 
he dared. In the back of his mind tliere was the feeling of his 
little mare under him, galloping, galloping over the treacher- 
ous Quantock Hills with their pot-holes and hidden streams, 
the unexpected hedge looming at him, his desperate looking 
along it for a gap, and liis father’s eye on him watching for 
the jump, the sickening moment when the marc’s back rose 
almost vertical and her hind legs left the earth, the sharp 
flints on the ground the other side of the hedge with the cold 
light lying wickedly on them; then down again and on, and 
his father's eye still on him, and he riding faster and faster 
for fear they should think he was afraid. He always left the 
other little boys far Ijchind, but his father never praised him. 
Still now in his police work, and particularly at times like 
this, he would be that boy again, hurling himself foiward, 
trying to reach his own impossible standard, and never, as 
he thought, doing quite well enough. And then suddenly, 
above his own intense conscious eflbrt and above the un- 
recognized subconscious ache, he heard Clare’s clear childish 
voice over the telephone. ‘You won’t go too f.ist, will you:’ 
And come back soon.’ 

He smiled, relaxed his pressure on the accelerator and 
looked at his watch. It was nearly two o’clock, and there 
were lights ahead. A sign advertised coffee and snacks all 
night, and he stopped the car outside the hut, and looked 
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round at Plummer. He was sleeping like a baby, with his 
small fat hands folded across his stomach. Richard nudged 
him. 

‘ Is it bad again, my duck ? ’ Plummer murmured drowsily. 
‘Never mind. I’ll make you a nice cuppa tea.’ He struggled 
awake, and looked up surprisedly, ‘Sorry, sir. I thought I 
was . . . Did you want me to drive ? ’ 

‘What about a cup of coffee first? It’s getting cold now, 
and we’ve got plenty of time in hand.’ 

They went into the hut, empty except for the proprietor, 
a rheumy despondent man fiddling with a defective wireless 
set that moaned and whistled. His jaw dropped at the sight 
of Plummer’s uniform, and he served them quickly and 
timidly with a hot tasteless drink made with treacly coffee 
essence. Richard paid. They drank it down in silence and 
returned to the car. 

‘Think he had some real drinks under that counter?* 
asked Richard casually, as he eased his long legs into the 
passenger’s seat. 

‘It’s feasible,’ said Plummer. ‘But ordinary chaps like 
him, they don’t like the uniform. I’ve noticed it before. It 
makes them feel funny like. Don’t mean no harm necesjarily.’ 

‘No. I suppose we’ve got to get used to being feared by 
half our fellow men and despbcc by the other half,* said 
Richard bitterly. ‘Part of the job, what?* 

‘Ah, but it’s only before they gets to know you, sir, isn’t it? 
Now my dad, he was a butcher s assistant, and would you 
believe it? He was twenty-six before he could get my Mum 
to marry him. And it was all on account of him having a 
humane killer. She couldn’t bear to think of it, it turned her 
up, like. Still, when she did finally come round, he’d saved 
up forty pounds for the furniture, so maybe it was just as 
well in the end.’ 

‘How old were you when you married?’ Richard asked. 
(They mmt think we’re absolutely bats to wait so long, he 
thought.) 
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‘Twenty-one, sir,* said Plummer proudly. ‘But we was 
lucky.* 

‘ Got any f hildren ? ’ 

‘Two married daughters, sir. We \id a boy, but he was 
killed in the war. At Dunkirk, it was. The Oxford and Bucks 
got cut off.’ 

‘Yes, I remember. Bad * ick. Pork right at the next 
turn.’ 

They were silent, Plummer because he was tired, and 
Richard because he was uncomlortable to have touched on 
so sore a subject. Decent working people roused in him a 
kind of envious admiration ; they went straight for life with- 
out havering. If he’d been a working man, he’d have asked 
Plummer more about the boy, and Plummer would have 
liked to tell him. Yes, and if he was liimsclf a working man, 
he’d have had a child of ten by now. I’hirty-ihree, and what 
had he to show for it ? Then he suddenly smiled, remember- 
ing Clare's thin legs and yellow pigtails when he w«is twenty- 
three. So that’s why I didn’t marry. Ciood enough. 

He sat watcliing the route and giving directions Iroin time 
to time, and at three took the wheel again, driving carefully. 
They had run into the soft misty rain of a west-country 
night; the wheel was clammy and the headlights blurred. 
It was not yet dawn wlien they came into Liverpool, a great 
amphitheatre of dim lights round the dark glitter of the har- 
bour. At the top of the amphitlieatrc w^as the prosjicrous 
district; bourgeois respectability drowned in sleep, streets 
of yellow-brick villas of the last century with all their win- 
dows dark. I’hc bright stn*et lights picked out here a stained- 
glass window flanked by imitation arrow slits, there a con- 
servatory with crocketed pinnacles and flying buttresses. 
Soon they began to wind down the hill, and the town be- 
*Came shabbier, more wakeful, and more beautiful. They saw 
fewer lamp-posts and more lighted windows. The ships’ 
sirens sounded near and melancholy. They passed by Great 
Homer Street and Great Virgil Street, and were soon in the 
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heart of Irish Town, lying on the lower slopes of the amphi- 
theatre, where the lovely Georgian houses, mansions of the 
great slave-traders of that time, teeming with tenement life 
behind their curtainless and broken windows, stood in a 
square like a beautiful ruined face, with toothless gaps 
wlicrc the bombed houses had been. There they saw a pair 
uf policemen on patrol and asked their way to the dock 
where the Santa Rosa lay. The policemen had heard of their 
searcli and were interested and full of information. As they 
talked, the street lamp spluttered overhead. There was a 
scream and a burst of angry shouts from the house above 
them. The policemen took no notice. A lean cat scuttled past 
them with some dripping abomination in its muzzle, and 
slipped furtively down an area. 

Richard drove on, following their directions, till he came 
to the waterfront. There was the dock as they had told him. 
It had a wooden fence round it and a locked gate in the 
fence. By the gate and inside the fence was a hut. Richard 
rapped on the gate. 

‘Anyone there ? Police ! ’ 

A harbour official came out of the hut and unlocked the 
gate. Richard, calling over Iiis shoulder to Plummer to lock 
the car, went through and was met by a policeman in uni- 
form, nearly as tall as himself and p' haps ten years younger. 

‘ Inspector Ringwood ? * 

‘Yes,’ said Richard, showing his card and returning the 
salute. 

‘ P.G. Thomas, sir. They put me on to watching the ship.’ 

Richard introduced Plununer and they moved away from 
the hut. 

‘Didn’t expect you yet, sir. You must’ve come pretty 
quick.’ 

‘We made reasonably good time. Well, any sign of Gray# 
and the girl ? ’ 

‘Not yet. She’s a small ship, .as you see, and there’s only 
been nine passages booked. Here’s the list. I got it from the 
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captain. You see there’s four British - Mr and Mrs Gray, 
Miss Gutch, Mr Jessop - the rest are foreigners.’ 

‘Have you been over the ship?* 

‘Yes, sir, i did that at nine o’clock. Your couple weren’t 
on board.’ 

‘You’re sure of that ? ’ 

‘Yes, sir. I know how to sc.^rch a ship - my father’s in the 
Merchant Navy - and I went over her thorough, with two 
other men to help me.’ 

Richard liked his assurance and his stolid ruddy face. 

‘Four of tlie passengers are on board already,’ he went on. 
‘There’s a lady teacher, a Miss Gutch - she’s middle-aged - 
and a Greek commercial traveller, and there’s two invalids - 
a Venezuelan who came to England for an operation, and"a 
Mr Jessop. He’s an R.C. priest, and if you ask me, he’s got 
T.B. pretty bad. He’s got a friend on board seeing him off. 
Their papers were all right.’ 

‘ Did you see the friend's papers ? ’ 

‘There now, I never wrote down his name. But his papers 
were O.K., sir, and he doesn’t tally with the description. 
He’s a big broad man with a beard. And, anyhow, you can 
see he’s the right sort. He’s just come out of tlie army,’ 

‘ What sort of sliip is it ? ’ 

‘Mixed cargo. The skipper’s from Lima.’ He grinned. 
‘ Had a bit of trouble witli him, I did. He’s a little man with 
a big moustache and a hell of a temper, and he’s as cross as 
two sticks because he’s had to sail a day late on account of 
the dock strike. And then there was something about his 
owner not having turned up. He seemed to think it was all 
my fault, and he didn’t want to let me on board. He dpn’t 
speak English, either, and the crew arc all afraid of him. So 
I don’t know if they really explained properly, though there 
were plenty of them standing round having a try. I did get 
one thing, though, because he kept on saying it. Nothing’s 
going to stop him sailing at four-thirty. If he said that once 
he said it twenty times.’ 
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‘Oh, well, I don’t see why he shouldn’t. We’re only 
interested in these two passengers, and you say they’re not 
on board. What’s the crew, like? ’ 

‘Mixed - mostly South Americans, with a Dutchman or 
two and a few Lascars. Shall I take you aboard ? ’ 

Richard reflected. He was sure that the man had con- 
ducted the search thorougldy, and though he itched to have 
something to do, he felt that this was hardly a reason for dis- 
turbing the irascible captain further. The ship looked very 
small “ even rather cosy - and lay close to the quay in the 
deep oily water with two gang-planks fore and aft connect- 
ing her with the shore. There were lights behind a few of 
the portholes and a thread of smoke from the funnel. 

‘ What sort of time will the rest of the passengers arrive, do 
you suppose?* 

‘ Can’t say, really, with these small ships. They do as they 
like, you see. It’s not like the liners where everything’s cut 
and dried. There’s one thing you can bet, though. The South 
Americans will be late. They always are. That’s why the 
captain’s so mad. He’s swearing he’ll go without them if they 
don’t come on time. Well, sir, I don’t reckon anything’ll 
happen till it’s light. Why don’t you go and sit in the hut by 
the gate there and keep w^arm ? I can keep a look out, and 
the gate’s locked anyway.’ 

‘You take my sergeant over,’ said Richard. ‘I’d rather 
stay out here. What about those sandwiches in the car, 
Plummer?’ 

‘Wouldn’t come amiss, would they, sir? I’ll get them. But 
what about you ? ’ 

‘ I’m not hungry.’ 

This was an understatement; the very thought of food 
sickened him. He hated nothing so much as waiting on 
watch in the small hcjurs of the morning, and there was 
much of it in his kind of work. One began with a sense of 
high adventure, but soon it wJis replaced by weary im- 
patience, and that in turn led to self-mistrust. He would 
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miss liis man, or find it wjis a wild-goose chase. He moodily 
watched Plummer and Thomas go into the watChitlan’s hut 
and turned towards the darkness to^VvTcstle with his hopes 
and despairs. Tall and hunched like a crow in his grey rain- 
coat, he strolled out towards the water. The lamps were very 
few here, making yellow oily pools of light on the moist 
paving-stones, with cheerless dark spaces between. He came 
to the desolate qua^-side, and climbed down a flight of dank 
slippery steps until tlic sea was lapping at his feet. The water 
was foul with tlie jetsam of a port. Shining his torch on its 
surface, he made out an empty ice-cream carton, a bloodied 
clout, and a sodden Palm Sunday cross. 

‘Wonderful material for a realistic novel about Liver- 
pool,’ he thought gloomily. ‘ It’ll keep me occupied when I 
get chucked out of the Force." 

lie climbed shnvly up again and sat on a bollard. He 
thouglit about Clarf^ She seemed infinitely desirable, but so 
far away that he could hardly imagine licr; he could only 
tell himself that she was like this and had said that. He lit a 
cigarette. The taste disgusted him at that hour but was 
somehow comforting. He began trying to recite Lycidas to 
himself, but the gaps in his meinc^ry troubled him : he had 
once known it by heart. A dirty dawn was beginning to 
break. 

There was a knock at the gate and the watchman let three 
figures through, llicy came slowly across the paved space 
towards the ship. One was an Indian, smartly dressed in the 
height of European fashion except for his turban ; there was 
a moist purplish pit where his left eye had been. Walking by 
his side with small steps was an aged Chinese man in a long 
black overcoat with a fur collar turned up round his ears, 
and his hands tucked into his sleeves, so that his arms looked 
as if they were a continuous semicircle from shoulder to 
shoulder. A huge pale Mulatto came behind them, carrying 
two suitcases, but presently stopped and stood propped 
against a lamp-post while the other two strolled on. The 
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yellow artificial light caught the whites of his eyes and the* 
pockmarks on his cheek. 

‘Nothing for me there,’ thought Richard, unless you 
count it as more material for a novel — a thriller this time - 
when I get chucked out of the Force. The mysterious 
oriental, and all that. Of course he may have hypnotized 
tlic girl into seeing him as a Canadian. But I doubt if even 
the reading public would swallow that. Oh, lord, lord, if 
only something would happen ! ’ 

He went over to the watchman’s shelter and met Plum- 
mer coming out. 

‘ I was just bringing you a cup of tea. It’s cold, isn’t it? Sit 
down and warm yourself, now do, sir. J’ll tell you if anyone 
stirs.’ 

Richard went into the smoky warmth of the hut and 
drank the strong bitter tea. 

‘ Who were those three that came in then?’ he asked the 
Liverpool policeman. 

‘The Chinese was a passenger. His passport was O.K. He 
had a friend with him and a Lascar with his luggage. I didn’t 
ask for their papers.’ 

‘Quite right. You can’t fake up any European to look 
like those three, can you ? What a ^ot of nationalities for one 
small ship ! ’ 

‘Well, we get used to that here in Liverpool. My dad said 
there was only one place to beat it for variety, and that was 
Marseilles; and he’d. been all over the world. It makes it 
pretty difficult for the police, though.’ 

‘Yes. I was in Limehouse for a couple of years, so I know 
what you mean. I say, how easy would it be to get on to one 
of these docks without going through the gate?’ 

‘Easy enough from the water, if you can pick up a boat. 
There’s a lot of couples do that and spend the night behind 
the warehouses. I’m afraid. We dan’t keep track of them.’ 

‘What about the landward side? Are diere any loopholes 
there?’ 
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don’t think so. There was one weak place in the fence, 
but I got it patched up. When the gate’s open, people might 
slip through^th the luggage ; it’s a big gate as you see, but 
it’s been locked ever since I went over tlie ship.’ 

‘You don’t miss much, do you? How did you manage to 
patch up the fence?’ 

‘Brought a bit of wire dow.i on the chance, sir. I knew 
what to expect.’ 

The ship’s engines, wliich had been running gently, now 
began to make more noise. The sound brought them both to 
their feet and out into the open. 

‘Ah, she’s getting up steam,’ Thomas remarked. ‘Engines 
not so good, neither, by the sound of them. I reckon the skip- 
per’s worried he’ll catch the wind broadside on before he’s 
got enough way on her.’ 

‘Why?’ 

‘The wind’s dead against her, blowing straight inshore, 
so the tide won’t be running very strong.* 

‘Does that matter, lor a steam ship 

‘Ah, I remember asking my Dad that question. “Sonny,” 
he said, “they may turn ships into things like tractors and 
tanks, but they won’t turn tlic sea into an arterial road.’ 
He was in sail when he was young. But I reckon he was 
right. A man has to study the sea, even under steam. 
You’ll see ; he’ll try to get off quickly once the tide’s with 
him.* 

‘But they can’t go without the passengers, surely? * 

‘There’s not a blessed thing that skipper can’t do if he’s 
made up his mind to it. He’s properly worked up. If you’d 
seen him, you’d know what I mean.’ He grinned. ‘Why, 
there he is now ! ’ 

A small squat figure had appeared on what Richard sup- 
posed to be the bridge (or was it the quarter-deck?). From 
his mouth there poured, like stuttering volleys from a 
machine-gun, the brassy equally-stressed syllables of an 
angry Latin male. The handful of seamen on deck bustled 
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about where they had lounged till now. Richard looked at 
his watch and saw that it was a quarter past four. 

‘ Go on board again, will you, and have a last look round ? 
I want to make quite sure that nobody sneaked up with a 
boat in the night.’ 

‘The old man won’t like it,’ said the constable wryly, be- 
tween amusement and alarm. 

‘ I know. I’m afraid you won’t like it much, either. I’m 
sorry. I’d go myself, but you’re tlie one that knows about 
ships, and we’ve got to be quick, if the captain’s really in 
such a hurry to get off.’ 

The constable saluted, squared his shoulders, and tramped 
across, watched by Plummer, the Indian, the Chinese, and 
the Lascar. His feet rang hollowly on the w^ood as he marched 
up the forward gangway, and he was greeted by a fresh burst 
of American-Spanish, remarkable in volume and continuity. 
The Lascar, in obedience to a murmured command from the 
old Chinese, took up the two big suitcases and carried them 
up the forward gangway in the policeman’s wake. He slid 
behind him and disappeared into the bowels of the ship. 
Thomas, after a short and inaudible (oil his part) alterca- 
tion with the captain, followed liim. More and more of the 
crew swarmed over the deck, and the shabby, crazy little ship 
quivered and plunged tp the throb of her noisy engines. A tall 
thin man in black, with a grey muffler over his mouth and 
chin and a black hat, came up on deck, supported by a square 
bearded man in a British warm, who held his arm. They 
paced slowly to the head of the after gangway and stood there. 

‘That’ll be the priest with T.B., and his friend,’ thought 
Richard. ‘Five more passengers to come.’ 

He beckoned to Plummer, and shouted against the noise 
of the engines and the clamour. 

‘Go and stand at the foot of that gangway’ - he pointed 
to the after gangway - ‘and don’t let anyone on to the ship 
till I say you can.’ 

Plummer trotted along and took up his position. Richard 
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placed himself at the foot of the forward gangway. The 
ship’s siren let off two deafening blasts, and the captain be- 
gan to shout through a megaphone. Richard could see liis 
great curling moustaches and observe the neck of a bottle 
sticking out of his pocket, as lie held his megaphone in one 
hand and shook his clenched fist at Ricliard, and then at the 
Cliinese and the Indian, who verc still pacing in gentle con- 
versation. The Indian seemed about to reply, but the Chin- 
ese, with a deprecating smile, bowed to him and proceeded 
with small steps and unimpaired dignity up the forward 
gangway, his hands still tucked up his sleeves. Richard did 
not ask him for his papers. Those slanting eyes, those flat 
cheek-bones and thin curving whiskers convinced him even 
more at close quarters that so line a national type must be 
genuine. At the top of the gang\vay, the Celestial turned, 
bowed again to the Indian, sliook his jenned hands in final 
greeting, and disappeared below. 

The captain w£is now bellowing with all the force of his 
lungs at someone on land. Richard looked behind him and 
saw to his horror that the dock gate was standing wide open. 
A barrow piled with suitcases and hat-boxes was being 
trundled through it, pushed by a porter, 'fliree people fol- 
lowed, and approached the ship. 

There was a man in liis thirties, ^ith bnwn liair and a 
fair skin. He was of middle height. With him was a woman 
in black, with a bushy fox fur hiding the lower part of her 
face. She had extremely fair hair and wore huge dark sun- 
glasses with yellow frames. A smaller, darker man walked 
behind him. But it was the fair couple that made Richard’s 
heart beat so fast. I’hey corresponded to the descriptions of 
Ivy Turner and Leslie Gray. 

He advanced to meet them. 

‘ I’m from the police. May I see your passports, please ? ’ 

‘Sure, sure,’ said the man in a strong American accent. 
‘But make it snappy, carp. We’re just about doo. We sail at 
four-thirty.’ 
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He handed RIcliard a passport and then, rather iinex- 
pectedly, began to answer the captain’s angry shouts in 
Spanish. The Lascar who had taken the Chinaman’s suit- 
cases on board came ashore again and began to caipry the 
new lot of luggage from tlie barrow up the gangway on to 
the ship. He used Plummer’s gangway, and Plummer, at a 
nod from Richard, allowed him to do so. But Richard stood 
with his back to his own gangway guarding it while he 
looked at the passport. 

I’he passport was Peruvian, and bore the names of Juan 
and Pilar Riviero, as husband and wife. The husband’s pic- 
ture was just recognizable as a bad photograph of the man 
in front of him, but the woman’s depicted a black-haired, 
heavy-eyed girl quite unlike the blonde who accompanied 
him. 

‘Take off your hat and fur and spectacles, please.’ He 
would have liked to ask her to wipe off the heavy make-up 
too, and to show her real skin-colour, but felt that that 
would he going too far. The woman stood quite still and did 
not remove her disguises or answer him. The man, on the 
other hand, came up angrily and stuck out his chin under 
Richard’s nose. (He had to stand on tiptoe to do so.) 

‘Say you,’ he hissed. ‘Listen. That’s plenty from you, 
fresh egg. Quit foolin’ around an ginune my passport, or 
it’ll be just too bad for you.’ 

'riie captain weighed in with another volley of curses, 
pleas, and threats, Sifid some sailors, at an order from him, 
stood by to pull up the gangways. The fair man looked 
really alarmed. 

‘Hey!’ he called out in ringing tones to tlie gatekeeper. 
‘G’m arn over and take this carp outa my hair. Tel) ’m I’m 
O.K. Hell, I’m a part-owner of the boat. You can’t do this 
to me.’ 

The man from the gate came running across, shouting : 
‘ I’ve seen him before, sir, he’s all right. He often sails in the 
Sixnta Rosa^ and he always arrives late.’ 
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*Hell, I do nart/ said the man. *The captain always 
starts before skedool.’ 

*Do what I ask, and you can leave at once/ said Richard 
sharply. ‘ Hi, you ! * he addressed the little dark man. ‘ Your 
passport, please.’ 

‘Hell, he’s my typewriter,’ said the fair man. ‘O.K., 
Pedro, give’m your passport . nd scram up that plank.’ 

‘All right,’ said Richard, checking it and handing it back. 
‘ Now, madam, your glasses off, please.’ Then, as she still did 
not move, he whipped them off with a light accurate gesture 
that tilted her hat off her forehead. It was a bitter dis- 
appointment. There stood revealed before him a black-eyed 
woman of well over thirty, with dyed hair, purplish-black at 
the roots, gazing at him stupidly. Her husband was abusing 
him, though keeping his distance, and the captain was ful- 
minating from the sliip. Richard felt angry and extremely 
foolish. 

‘Fm sorry. I’m sorry. A mistake. You can go now. Better 
hurry, perhaps? Very som^ to have held you uj).’ 

He stood aside and they hastened up tlie gang-plank, 
muttering vengefully. The gatekeeper was miunbJing some- 
thing beside him. 

‘What’s that? Why aren’t you back at your gate ? ’ 

‘ I said that gentleman’s well known to me,’ said the man 
pecvisldy. ‘And we’ve special instructions not to upset the 
Americans. I wouldn’t a let him through if he hadn’t a been 
O.K. I know my job. What d’you think I’m here for?’ 

‘Minding the gate, I hope. Go back at once, blast you! 
Hurry up ! ’ 

The man slouched off, going slowly on purpose, and look- 
ing back over his shoulder every third step. Richard heard 
a creak and a jolt close behind him, and turned. The sailors 
were beginning to haul in the gang-plank behind liim. 

‘ Hi, wait ! ’ cried the voice of P.€. Thomas, as he came up 
from below and pushed his way across the deck to the gang- 
plank. ‘Let me get ashore, you silly bastards I ’ 
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He scattered the simian little sailors and began to lumber 
hastily down the plank. But it tilted under him, for it was 
coming away, and no longer rested squarely on Ae dockside. 
He was scared, and made up his mind to jump for it while 
there was still any firmness under his feet. He landed in 
Ricliard’s arms, knocking him to his knees. Richard gripped 
him hard as he swayed back on the rebound, and only just 
managed to save him from hdling into the water. 

As they were still struggling apart and to their feet, both 
winded, tliere was a scurry effect behind them, and over his 
shoulder Richard saw that a man and a girl were running 
towards the after gang-plank, which Plummer was guard- 
ing. The man carried a basket-trunk. The girl had on a long 
dress under her tweed coat. They were both so near the 
iiftcr gang-plank that Richard saw that he could not reach 
it in time himself. 

‘Stop her! Stop her!’ cried a woman’s voice from the 
gate. 

‘ Stop them, Plummer ! ’ shouted Richard, without look- 
ing round, lie saw Plummer stretch his arms wide to bar 
their passage. ‘Not like that, Plummer! Use your fists! Gk> 
and help him, Thomas ! ’ 

But it was too late. The man struck brutally at Plummer's 
belly with the basket-trunk, and *'^iinincr went over like a 
ninepin, knocking his head on the ground, and lay still. The 
couple were on the after gangway now, and Thomas had not 
yet reached it. I'he sjrcn was rounding a last sustained note. 
Richard had to make his decision quickly, and he decided 
to stick to the girl, whatever the consequences. (He was so 
sure that the girl was Ivy and she had looked so frightened.) 
The only thing to do was to board the ship himself, since the 
girl could no longer be prevented from doing so. The gang- 
plank by which he had been standing was pulled more than 
half-way back on board by now. He made a running jump, 
leaped the five-foot gap from the quay to the end of the 
gangway, landed on all-fours, and scrambled up on to the 
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deck. But before the swarm of little sailors engulfed him, he 
had just time to see, witli bitter satisfaction, that he had 
acted unnecefsarily. The girl was on shore again, lying, with 
dangling arms and legs, in the arms of a broad man witli a 
beard, and P.C. Thomas was standing by lier. So much 
Richard saw, and then he turned and begtin to pu^h his way 
towards the captain, wliile the ship moved away from tlir 
do k and out across the wide harbour. 

It had been the bearded man who unexpectedly saved 
the situation when the three policemen failed. Standing by 
the priest chatting at the head of the after gangway, he had 
taken his leave and was just going ashore, when he saw the 
hysterical girl being half-dragged across to the ship. lie saw 
Plummer attempt to stop them. He saw him fall and heard 
the agonized female voice crying from the gale ‘Stop her! 
Oh, stop her!* and he acted instantly. PTc ran down the 
after gangway and met the couple half-way across. He 
seized the man as if he were a doll and threw him hard on 
to the boards behind him. His shoulder struck the wood 
heavily. The girl staggered as her partner wfis wrenched 
away from her, turned, and tripped on her long pink skirt. 
But the big bearded man had her by the waist ; he held her 
up like a child before him and ran down the gangway with 
her to the shore. The sailors hauled the gangway in on deck 
and helped the prostrate man to his feet, and the ship drew 
off from the land. 

The constable looked around him bewildered. 

‘Where’s the Inspector? He was there a minute ago. 
What’s happened to him ? ’ 

‘He jumped on to the ship at the last minute, I think. 
Shall we shout?’ And without waiting for an answer, the 
bearded man began shouting in an enormous voice, ‘Come 
back! Stop!’ The constable shouted nearly as loudly, 
‘Ahoy there ! Stand by ! ’ 

There was a mufUed answering shout from Richard, 
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struggling in a knot of sailors, but the captain took no notice 
whatever, and the ship was swinging round away from them. 

‘Oh, dear,* said the constable, looking, young and 
anxious. ‘This is a do and no mistake ! * 

‘We’ve got the girl, anyhow,’ said the bearded man in a 
gruff and placid voice. ‘ It was Uie girl you were after, wasn’t 
it? Hullo, we seem to have got two girls now ! * 

And indeed he was festooned with dejected female figures, 
for another girl - the one who had shouted from the gate - 
had run across the open space and embraced the uncon- 
scious girl who lay in his arms, supporting her hanging head 
and shaking at her inert hands. 

‘Ivy,’ she said, again and again. ‘Ivy, Ivy, duck! It’s me, 
it’s Glad. Speak to me! She’s my sister, sir. Lay her down 
and let me see to her ! ’ 

Beuveen them they lowered Ivy until she was lying on the 
ground. Her sister sat on the cold stone and took Ivy’s head 
and shoulders in her broad lap. 

‘Awkward for you,’ said the bearded man to the constable 
conversationally. ‘You’ll be wanting to get a man on to the 
pilot’s boat, won’t you? I suppose your inspector can come 
off with the pilot. I expect you’d like to get to a telephone 
and make sure the pilot doesn’t come off without him? You 
wouldn’t like to leave me in charg here, would you?’ 

Doubt and relief struggled on P.C. I'homas’s face. 

‘Perhaps the other chap’ll be all right in a minute.’ He 
pointed to Plummer Is it any good blowing your whistle to 
collect a few more policemen ? ’ 

‘I could try. But I’d best get to a telephone and try and 
get hold of the pilot’s boat, and not wait about. The In- 
spector’ll want to be getting back here. It’s his case, you see. 
Will you look after these two for me till I come back?’ 

‘Yes, I’ll keep them here, don’t worry.’ 

The constable ran off, pausing every now and then to 
blow his whistle. As they heard the sound of his footsteps 
grow fainter, the bearded man turned to the two girls. 
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‘ How is she ? ’ he asked the elder sister. ‘ Is she hurt ? ’ 

‘ I can’t see any mark on her. She’s breathing all right and 

I can feel herjieart. Oh, Ivy, Ivy, me dear, wake up ! What’s 

the matter with you ? ’ 

'Keep her still. 77/ get some water.’ He clambered down 
the steps and came back bringing sea water in liis cupped 
hands. He dashed it in face and she moaned and 
stirred, but did not open her eyes. 

‘Rub her hands/ he said. ‘I’ll get some more water and 
try it on the policeman.’ He fetched water for a second time 
and poured it on Plummer’s head, and this time was more 
successful, for Plummer raised himself on one elbow and 
looked about him. 

‘I’m all right/ he said immediately. ‘ I’m all right. What’s 
happened? W’herc’s the Inspector?’ 

‘He’s on board the ship. He got taken off by accident. 
But they’ve gone to fetch him back, and the girl’s here with 
her sister. I should keep still if I were you.’ 

But Plummer was sitting up and staring at the big dark 
girl. ‘I say, miss,’ he said hoarsely. ‘What’s your name?’ 

‘Turner, Gladys Turner. I don’t know what’s the matter 
with my sister.’ 

‘Well, now,’ said Plummer, rising shakily to his feet. ‘ (It’s 
all right, sir, I can manage.) I’ve seen you before. You’re 
an Oxford girl, aren't you? Don’t you worry, now. Tret's 
have a look at her. Don’t cry, now.’ 

He bent over her and then looked up. 

‘ What’s the matter ? ’ said the bearded man. ‘ Concussion ? ’ 

‘You come and smell,’ said Plummer darkly. Together 
they bent over and sniffed. 

‘Is it poison?* cried Gladys. ‘Oh, is it?’ 

‘No, not poison. Just gin, that’s all. She’s passed out, like. 
There now, there’s no call to take it so hard. She’s safe, isn’t 
she ? And we’ll soon have her as right as rain. She just wants 
a nice lay down.* He turned to the bearded man. ‘But how 
did ^ou get here, sir? I thought you was on the ship.’ 
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‘No, I was only seeing someone off. The other policeman 
asked me to stay here while he went off for help. There’s 
someone coming now, I think.* 

‘I only hope they get Inspector Ringwood back. He’d be 
proper disappointed. Would you come along to the station, 
sir, if you don’t mind ? I think he’d like to see you.’ 

‘Inspector Ringwood? It was Ringwood, you said?’ He 
gave a deep chuckle. * Yes, I’ll come. I think I might rather 
like to see him." And picking up the still unconscious Ivy like 
a child, he carried her towards the gate, and the rest of the 
party followed him. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 

Meanwhile, Richard, with small South Americans 
clinging to him as he struggled step by step towards the cap- 
tain, had not thought of the pilot’s boat, and hoped for no 
alleviations of his miserable predicament. As he saw it, he 
was now bound on a voyage to Lima in company not only 
with a lot of hostile foreigners whose language he could not 
speak, but also with a criminal whom he was unable to 
apprehend. He almost wished that he had studied Modem 
Languages at Oxford, but he dism^' ed the wish as unworthy. 
Surely with Latin, Dante, and French a man might make 
himself understood anywhere? (He could have added an 
impressive presence,Jbut he was not aware of possessing one.) 

At any rate, he shook off the small and vociferous sailors, 
and addressed himself to the even smaller and more vocifer- 
ous captain. Their attempts to scold each other and to justify 
themselves were not made any easier by their language diffi- 
culties. Richard, having done as much shouting as he felt 
the situation demanded, modulated to a more dulcet key, 
and turned to the immediate problem of finding the man 
Gray, who had disappeared from sight, basket-trunk and all. 
To lUchard, that basket-trunk was crucial. 

147 



THE MISSING LINK 


‘Ubi est Americano?’ he asked ingratiatingly. ‘Non 
Senor Riviero, dtero Americano, Senor Gray? Ubi? Dove? 
In inferno?’^ He made his meaning clearer by jx>inting to 
the stairw^ay that led below deck. ‘Age due ! Avanti ! ’ 

The captain’s brow darkened at the word inferno^ and he 
made another impassionea speecli. All the syllables were 
equally stressed and poured out like a river, so that Richard 
had no idea where one word left ofl* and another began. 
After a while lie gave up trying to understand, and at- 
tempted to remember stray words of Spanish. When the 
captain at last stopped, he bowed politely and said : 

‘ Schor Capitano illustrissimo ! Gracias ! Salud, amigo I I’m 
a policeman.’ He sliowed his card. ‘Je cherchc I’Americano. 
The other Americano.’ Then, with a sudden memory of 
Graham Greene : ‘ Gringo! Altero gringo ! ’ He held out both 
hands appealingly. ‘Altero gringo criminal. Gracias?’ 

The captain’s features softened. The English didn’t really 
want to stop him from sailing. They merely wanted one of 
his passengers, who had, after all, paid the fare in advance. 
He had misjudged this man. He made him a fine speech, 
which began with the necessity for every man to be in con- 
trol in his own sphere, went on to expound the principles of 
liberty, and ended by offering to kiss Richard's hands and 
give him a drink. Richard understood tlie last part, since 
the captain pulled the bottle out of his pocket, uncorked it, 
and held it out. Richard bowed and took a small swig, while 
the captain barked at some sailors to , conduct the stranger 
below. 

‘Decidedly,’ thought Richard, ‘the Peruvian bark is 
worse than the Peruvian bite. Though the bark, to judge by 
the instant obedience it commands, must send the tempera- 
ture of his subordinates down to zero. I wish I knew Spanish ; 
he could give me some useful tips.’ 

He followed his guide down tlie companion-way. The 
guide knocked at a cabin door. 

‘Who’s there?* cried a voice inside. 
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‘ Police ! ’ shouted Richard. 

The door was unlocked, but when they entered, Gray was 
on the other side of the cabin with his right hand in his 

pocket. 

'Take your hand out of your pocket,* said Richard. *IVe 
got you covered. Where’s that basket-trunk?* He kicked the 
door shut behind him. 

Gray went over to the shelf and pulled the trunk by its 
strap. 

‘ For God’s sake, handle it carefully ! * cried Richard. But 
it was too late ; Gray had tumbled it roughly on to the floor. 

‘ Open it, and show me w'hat’s in it.’ 

The man fumbled with the strap and lifted the lid. Then 
with both hands he tumbled out piles of women’s clothes. 
Nothing but clothes. Soon they were all over the floor and 
the trunk was empty. 

‘Where’s that baby?’ asked Richard wilh no outward 
sign of his deep disappointment. 

‘ She got pushed off the boat,’ said the man sulkily. ‘ If you 
mean my wife.’ 

‘She isn’t your wife. Where’s the baby you kidnapped? 
Open that cupboard ! ’ 

He did so, but it was empty, and his own suitcase con- 
tained nothing but clothes. There /as certainly no baby in 
the cabin, and the man’s bearing had become confident, 
even a little truculent. 

‘See here, I’ve had enough of this’ - the assumed trans- 
atlantic accent did not succeed in veiling a basic cockney - 
‘you leave me alone. There ain’t no baby here, and you got 
no right to come along disturbing me. This ship ain’t 
England.’ 

‘ So I’d have a right to disturb you in England, would I ? 
Well, I’m glad you admit it. You wouldn’t, if you were an 
honest man. Show me your passport.’ 

The man blustered weakly, and Richard began to hope 
he would refuse, as this would give legal grounds for arrest. 
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(They were not yet out of harbour.) But then, Gray suddenly 
capitulated and handed it over. Richard examined it care- 
fully. It was f British passport made out to Leslie Gray and 
wife (Ivy). The *wife’ section seemed to him to be written 
in fresher ink and not in quite the same hand, and the 
photograph was nondescript. 

*1*11 have your fingerprint, too, please. Give me your 
hand.’ He took the man’s sweating lingers and pressed them 
hard on the shiny inner side of his cigarette case. Then he 
wondered what on earth to do next. He could not prove that 
Gray had broken the la%v - even the passport would have to 
be certified by experts before it was proved a forgery. He 
could not at present prove that Gray and Ivy were not mar- 
ried, and in any case Ivy was past the age of consent and 
Gray could not be prosecuted for abducting her, if she had 
gone of her own will, unless it could be shown she was 
fraudulently enticed. Yet Richard had seen many criminals 
in his time and was convinced that the man before him was 
a typical specimen. It was not the shifty eyes or the loud 
clothes or even the fear ; it was subtler than that, a kind of 
flavour or spiritual smell exuded by his whole personality. 
Richard decided to temporize. 

* Yes,’ he said, putting remarkable menace into the single 
word. ‘ Yes. That’S all I need at present. I shall be seeing you 
again. You gave Miss Turner a false description of yourself - 
yes, you weren’t at Harwell, were you ? And you got her to 
come with you on false pretences with a forged passport. 
And she isn’t your wife. But I won’t arrest you - not yet. 
There’s plenty of sea between here and Panama, and of 
course we shall get in touch with the police there. So you’ll 
be at liberty for the present. Unless you’d like to make a full 
statement now? You might do worse. We don’t have Third 
Degree in England.’ 

The man swallowed, licked his lips, opened his mouth, 
thought better of it and said nothing. 

* Well, you’ve plenty of time to think it over,’ said Richard 
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grimly. 'Put the things back in that basket-trunk. I’ll take 
it writh me. You know, a voluntary statement helps quite a 
bit in court, once you are in trouble. And you^will be, don’t 
make any mistake about it. You’d better write one during 
the voyage.’ 

He took up the little basket-trunk and went on deck. Mr 
Riviero, with whom he had parted in such exacerbating 
circumstances, was leaning over the rail smoking a large 
cigar. He looked at Richard with disgust. 

'Hell!’ he said. 'It’s the carp again. Are you taking a 
trip right to Lima? You think my wife is gonna do a strip- 
tease right across the ocean, you got another think coming.’ 

‘Mr Riviero,’ said Richard, with great earnestness and 
formality. 'Please accept my apologies. I was completely 
wrong. I am a detective - a C.D. man, don’t you call it? - 
and I’m after a kidnapper. A kidnapper of a baby two 
months old.’ 

‘That’s tough,* he conceded. ‘But I don’t see that it affects 
me any.’ 

‘I had to inspect your wife rather closely,’ continued 
Richard, 'because she looked as if she might be a girl I sus- 
pect of having a part in the crime. You know, blonde, 
slim . . . ’ 

Mr Riviero looked gratified, md Richard pressed his 
advantage. 

‘Well, of course I made a mistake and I’m very sorry. 
Will you overlook it ^nd help me now? You could help me a 
lot. You speak Spanish and I don’t, and I must somehow 
get the captain to stop and let me off the ship. The baby 
isn’t here. And there’s another thing. This is confidential.’ 

‘Huh ? ’ He looked gratified but wary. 

‘There’s a passenger in this ship called Gray. The police 
may want him the other end. Will you keep your eye on him, 
and will you tell the captain to do the same? And will you 
find out for certain that there are no stops between here and 
Panama? We don’t want him to slip away.’ 
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‘Sure, there’s no stops. I’m a part-owner, so I ought to 
know. We’re ’way behind skedool, any rate, we don’t aim to 
stop any. BuJ gee, are you tellin’ me I gotta make tliis trip 
with a criminal?^ 

‘No, no ! If I could prove he was a criminal I’d take him off 
with me now, if I can get oif. But, you see, in England we 
have to presume people are innocent till they’re proved 
guilty. I’m just asking you to keep an eye on him as a good 
American - no, I mean Peruvian - citizen. You don’t seem 
like a Peruvian to me.’ 

Mr Riviero smiled. ‘Ten years ago I was Johnson P. 
Rivers, and a travelling salesman for tiic New World Beauty 
Products, Inc. Then I met up with little Pilar, who is quite 
somebody at Lima, and took out my naturalization papers. 
Now I direct her Pop’s trading company. You ask me,’ he 
continued rhetorically, ‘do I have any regrets?’ 

‘No, I don’t, not just now,’ interposed Richard. ‘After 
we’ve seen the captain, perhaps.’ 

‘ Do I have any regrets ? No, sir, I do not have any regrets. 
I aim to carry the flag of American culture to the ends of the 
earth.’ 

‘Fine. But don’t carry me tr» the ends of the earth, will 
you? We seem to be getting out of the harbour. Gould you 
come and do a bit of interpreting to the captain ? Gee, that 
sure is big of you.* He took Mr Riviero by the elbow and 
swept him off. 

Conversation with the captain seem/^d at all times to in- 
volve considerable discussion of abstract principles ; it was 
rather like the dialogue in Troilus and Cressida. There was a 
speech on Degree and another on the theme of delimitation 
of civilian responsibility. But in the end the cardinal fact 
emerged. The Santa Rosa would shortly be dropping her 
pilot, and Richard could return on the boat in which the 
pilot would leave. The captain was very anxious to have 
Gray taken off too, but Richard explained that he had no 
legal grounds for apprehending him. He did, however, tell 
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them again about the kidnapping of the baby, which stirred 
the captain to the depths. He delivered another speech on 
blood relationships and insisted on having the jhip searched 
again for inlant stowaways. Richard at this point found him- 
self making a speech on the beauty of English family life, 
but mercifully the pilot’s boat arrived before he had finished, 
and with it a policeman to escort Richard ashore. 




Saturday 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

The Oxford police car in which Plummer and Inspector 
Ringwood had arrived at the dock was useful for transport- 
ing the bedraggled party away from the waterside to the 
Liverpool police headquarters. They were received there 
almost as kindly as if they had been stray dogs or lost 
children. Ivy was tucked up on a camp-bed with a blanket 
over her; Plummer’s bruises were attended to; and there 
was plenty of strong tea and bread and jam although it was 
not yet five o’clock in the morning. The Liverpool police 
took to Plummer at once and were soon talking to him as if 
they had known him all their lives. And Plummer, once he 
had some food inside him, stopped telling everybody he was 
all right and really began to look quite rosy and cheerful 
again. The bearded man sat warming his hands on his 
steaming cup. He did not talk much, but looked so placid, 
and so much at his ease that no one felt he was an interloper 
in the family party which had somehow come into being. 
Plummer was anxious about his inspector Ringwood, but 
they assured him that he was being taken off in the pilot’s 
boat, and not being carried to South America. Gladys was 
extremely anxious aljout her sister’s physical condition, but 
Plummer assured her that it was only a matter of sleeping it 
off and sicking it up. After that, she looked less anxious and 
even more ashamed and miserable. She sat stonily by her 
sister’s side and no one could get her to talk. All agreed 
that statements should not be taken before Ringwood 
arrived. 

‘I suppose’ - it was the bearded man’s deep infrequent 
voice - *none of you chaps happen to remember Inspector 
Ringwood’s initials ? ’ 
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Nobody did. It appeared that initials were not much used 
in the service. 

‘How old a chap is he?’ 

Plummer said he was a youngish gentleman, maybe about 
twenty-seven or twenty-eight. P.C. Thomas, who came in at 
tliis point and wiis appealed to, said he was a middle-aged 
man, maybe about thirty-five .'ir forty. They were arguing 
the question when the girl on the bed stirred and hiccoughed. 

‘Hold up, duck!’ said Plummer, rushing to the rescue. 
‘ Here's a basin. That’s a good girl ! You hold her head, miss. 
That’s right ! ’ 

Ivy was a pitiful sight, in her shiny pink dress, now mud- 
stained and crumpled, with her fair hair hanging in matted 
wisps over her eyes. She wore the remnants of a hea\^ make- 
up, but the black had run from her eycliishes and the blue 
had smudged from her eyelids on to her checks, and her face 
was a daub of mingled paint and tears. She lay back ex- 
hausted as Plummer took the basin away, but her eyes were 
open, sullen and frightened. 

‘There now, Ive,’ said lier sister violently. ‘7’hat’s a nice 
way to go on, isn’t it, being sick in front of strangers? I’m 
cishamed of you. 1 declare I’m thorouglily ashamed of you. 
Anyone'd think that you were a bad girl off the streets to see 
you now. I’ve been looking for you all day and all night, and 
now I’m sorry* I found you. I’m fair disgusted with you. Well, 
what have you got to say for yourself? Going off with a good- 
for-nothing boy like that, and sec where it’s landed you ! I 
always told you he was no good. You’re man-mad, that’s 
what you are, man-mad. I don’t know why I bother with 
you. You’re nothing but a disappointment to me from first 
to last. Where were you last night. I’d like to know? Tell 
me, where were you last night? Ab, Mum’d turn in her 
grave if she knew I had to ask you that. Well, where were 
you?’ 

‘ I shouldn’t ask her any questions till tlie Inspector comes, 
if I was you,’ said Plummer. ‘She’ll only have to tell us 
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everything twice. You let her stay quiet a bit longer, and 
then she can have a bit of a wash presently, and she’ll feel 
better’ 

‘Serve her right, if she does feel bad. It’ll teach her a les- 
son. Drunk, was she? I never thought I’d see my own sister 
drunk.’ 

The bearded man put down his cup and stood up. 

‘You’re looking tired yourself,’ he said. ‘Do come and 
have some tea. You’ll be the one who has to look after her, 
so you’d better keep your strength up, hadn’t you ? Sit down 
here, and then you won’t have the light in your eyes. Is she 
your only sister?’ 

Gladys gulped at the tea and tears came into her eyes. 

‘Yes, sir. And thank you ever so much for what you did. 
leaking her off the ship, I mean. If it hadn’t of been for you, 
1 might never have seen her again.’ 

‘ I was lucky to be there,’ he said, seating liimself by her 
with his big hands on his knees. ‘And I’m glad you’re here 
to look after her. It’ll make all the difference for her, having 
a home to come back to, you know, and making a fresh 
start. Would you like some bread and jam ? ’ 

‘Well, yes, please,’ Gladys said, rather shamefaced. And 
then added in a lower voice : ‘ Should I give my sister a cup, 
do you think, sir ? ’ 

‘Perhaps not just yet, she rrught be ill again. You look 
after yourself. This has been a shock to you, hasn’t it? I can 
sec you’re very fond of your sister.’ 

‘Yes, I am. 1 do hope they won’t be too hard on her, she’s 
only a kid, really, and she’s that easily led. I do hope she 
hiisn’t got into trouble.’ 

The bearded man gave no sign of surprise at this emo- 
tional reversal. ‘ I shouldn’t won'y,’ he said. ‘She can make a 
fresh start if you’re behind her to help her. Look, she’s sitting 
up.’ 

Glad>^ darted forward with the basin. 

‘There, my dear,’ she said. ‘Take it easy. Better out than 
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in, isn’t it? Don’t tallc, now, yOu*Q^ly make yourself worse, 
you silly chump. You lie dowQ^^d shut your eyes. I'll see 
you’re not interfered with.’ She took up her station again 
by the bedside, and her look dared anyone to remove her. 
The two policemen and the bearded man sat in silence sip- 
ping at their tea, and evervbody began to feel ver>' sleepy. 

They had been so sitting for some time when Richard 
Ringwood burst into the roon as if he were catching a train. 

‘Well, there you arc ! ’ he said. ‘You all right, Plummer? 
I couldn’t bring Gray, there was nothing clear enough to 
charge him with. Why -- why — ?’ 

He was staring at the bearded man as if he had seen a 
ghost. The bearded man returned his look with amusement 
and affection. 

‘Well, Dicky,’ he said after a moment. ‘Don’t tell me 
you’re a policeman ! ’ 

‘Andrew!’ he seized both his hands. ‘My dear Andrew ' 
Is it really you? I’ve been praying for your soul for four 
years 1 ’ 

‘Well, I don’t expect that did it any harm. I ought to 
have written, and then I thought I’d come instead. I’ve onl% 
been in England two days. You heard I was taken prisoner, 
I suppose?’ 

‘Not even that. Missing, believed a prisoner. But, then, 
you weren’t in the lists and nobody could trace you.’ 

‘Well, I escaped from the camp. Then I got lost trying to 
get across Malaya. I was ill for a while^, too. But here I am as 
good as new.’ 

‘Much better than ne^,’ said Richard warmly. ‘And, 
Lord, look at your beard ! But, Andrew, how do you come 
to be here, in the one police station in all England where I 
am? Did you follow me here?’ 

‘No, I arrived here this week from India, and stopped on 
to see after this chap Father Aloysius, who was next to me in 
hospital out there. He’s pretty groggy, and I thought I’d 
stop on and see him off to Lima. He’s got a sister out there.* 

158 



SATURDAY 


‘ Good lord ! So it was you on the boat ! * Then the gipsy 
had been right. This was something more than coincidence. 
‘Did you recognize me there and come along to find me?* 

‘No, I seem to have got mixed up in this case; whatever it 
is. And look, Dicky, don't you want to get on with it? Those 
girb are just about all in, and I won't go away. In fact* - he 
chuckled - * I’ve got to make a statement to you, haven’t I ? 
But it won’t be my turn yet.’ 

‘All right, you old criminal. We’ll keep our private life till 
afterwards. I’ve got a lot of private life just lately, too.’ 

Richard found it difficult to wrench his mind back to the 
case after such a joyful shock ; yet he recognized that now, as 
ten years ago, his mind worked more sharply and his judge- 
ment was steadier for having Andrew beside him. He turned 
to the bewildered girls with a new sureness and gentleness. 

‘Are you feeling well enough to make a statement. Miss 
Turner?’ He addressed himself to Ivy. ‘I’d like you to tell 
me, in your own way, how you got here, and what’s been 
happening to you since you left Oxford. Mrs Link’s baby’s 
been kidnapped ’ - there was a horrified gasp from Gladys - 
‘ and as you and tlie baby disappeared the same evening, I 
followed you liere.’ 

‘Oh, dear, how awful ! ’ said Gladys. ‘I swear Ivy didn’t 
have anything to do with that, sir, nor me neither. What an 
awful thing!’ 

‘ I’m sure you didn’t. But! want lO know more about this 
man Gray. I don’t like the sound of him. You know he gave 
a false account of hin&elf to you?’ He turned again to Ivy, 
‘Yes, he’d never been near Harwell in his life. And his pass- 
port was forged, unless I’m very much mistaken. Did you 
know that?’ 

^No,’ said Ivy in a flat, reedy, little voice. ‘No, that’s ever 
such a surprise. Oo, I have got a headache. Could I go and 
have a wash, please?’ 

‘Of course. You take her, Thomas, will you? Well, An- 
drew, tell me about your part in this affair. You saved the 
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situation, didn’t you? Come on, now. “Mr Andrew Thome 
made his statement as follows.” ’ 

‘Oh, well, Dicky, it all sounds silly and melodramatic. 
There was this chap dragging this girl along, and you could 
sec that she was drunk and a bit hysterical. And there was 
her sister calling her from the gate, not to speak of the bobby 
here trying to keep them off the ship. And there was me say- 
ing good-bye to Father Aloysius right on the spot. So I just 
knocked the chap out and brought the girl back. Simple, 
really.’ 

Richard was still staring at him as if he could not believe 
his eyes. Andrew returned the look humorously. 

‘It’s the beard, I suppose. 1 didn’t do it on purpose, 
Dicky. It’s covering up gory scars. I’ve had a fine lot of ad- 
ventures. Hullo, there’s that girl coming back.’ 

Ivy had washed her face and combed her hair, and with 
her pale, young face and golden hair looked like a younger 
sister of Botticelli’s Simonetta. She had the same extra- 
ordinary purity of line and colouring, the same look of un- 
awakened sensual richness. 

‘Feeling better?’ said Richard. ‘Now, I \fon’t keep you 
long. I just want you to tell me about the man Gray. Did he 
offer you a job or something?’ 

‘Well, yes, he did. He’d got me a job in the films, in Peru. 
’Course, I was ever so pleased.’ 

‘Will you tell me about it? Don’t hurry. And don’t 
imagine that you’re talking in public^ We can all keep sec- 
rets here, and this is just to save you giving unnecessary 
evidence in court. We can forget about anything that doesn’t 
bear on the case. Just tell us about Leslie Gray, and how he 
happened to bring you Iiere.’ 

‘Well, I hardly know what to say, reely.’ Tlie ugly, flat, 
little voice consorted strangely with the pure full curves of 
the mouth that spoke. ‘ He seemed ever so nice. I thought he 
was the most romantic man I’d ever met.’ 

‘You haven’t met many,’ interjected her sister robustly. 
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‘That’s all you know,’ she replied, with a flash of pettish 
vanity, and turned again to Richard with an appealing and 
fascinated smile. ‘ Well, I say, I thought he was. But he wasn’t 
so tall as you. Oo ! I oughtn’t to have said that ! And he was 
ever so keen for me to go on the films. He said I was just the 
type they’d fall for in the south — you know, blonde and 
glamorous. (’Course, I bet I look awful now, don’t I ?) ’ 

‘ When did he say this ? ’ 

‘Why, the first time I met him, when he came into the 
shop. Well, anyhow, he promised he’d write to a friend of 
his out in Lima and ask if 1 could have the job, and I had my 
photograph taken, special, so as he could send it with the 
letter. ’Course, I must say it was a small photo, it didn’t do 
me justice. Still, he had an answer in a week.’ 

‘In a week?* 

‘That’s right, saying I could star as a beautiful blonde spy 
in a film called All Things are Pure if I could get to Lima in 
time. He showed me the letter.’ 

‘ Was it typewritten ? ’ 

‘Yes, signature and all.’ 

‘Was therein address printed on the top?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Did you see the envelope?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘ Would you believe it ! Please ^ » on.’ 

‘Oo, don’t look at me like that! Well, I went with him a 
lot while he was getting me my passport - dances and the 

pictures, and that No, he never took me to his place. I 

don’t know where he lived. He made a kind of secret of it, 

joking, like I thought maybe he had a mansion and didn’t 

want his butler to see me, or a service flat with a porter. But 
he arranged all about me going to South America. Wouldn’t 
hear of me paying. Well, ’course, I couldn’t have paid, 
could I ? But I was going to pay him back when I was a star. 
I was going to send Glad a fiir coat, too, or maybe have her 
come out to me. Oh, well 1 * 
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‘But why didn’t you tell me about it, interrupted 
her sister. ‘That’s wliat I can’t make out After all I’ve done 
for you.’ 

‘ ’Cause you’d have stopped me going, that’s why. It was 
always don’t do this and don't do that, and save money and 
be in by half-past ten. I’m sorry, duck, I can sec I've slipped 
up and you was right this tirav\ But ifit had worked out O.K., 
it’d have been simply smashing. Anyhow, I did leave you a 
letter telling you all about the job, and how I was sailing 
from Liverpool, and not to worry, didn’t I ?’ 

‘But what have you been doing all this time, Ive? It’s no 
good telling me not to worry. I’m worried to death.’ 

‘I don’t want to tire you. Miss Turner,’ said Richard 
persuasively. ‘ But if you could tell us about your time here, it 
might give us some valuable clues. Would you mind?’ 

‘Oo, no. I think you’re ever so easy to talk to. Well, Leslie 
and I got here late off the train on Thursday, was it? Yes, 
Thursday evening. The ship was due to leave early next 
morning, but when we went down, he found it was delayed, 
and Leslie said we’d have to wait till the next day. So we 
went to a hotel he knew quite near the docks.’ 

Oh, dear, thought Richard. ‘Yes?’ he said aloud, en- 
couragingly. 

‘Well, it wasn’t much of a hotel, I must say,’ continued 
the flat little voice. ‘ It was a bit dirty and there wasn’t any- 
where to put your clothes. And all the rooms seemed to 
full, and there were people going in and out all the time.’ 

‘Yes,’ he said tonelessly. ‘I know the sort of place.’ 

‘And then Leslie could only get one room for the two of us, 
on account of tliem being so full. He said he’d told them we 
were married, and of course I couldn’t contradict, you sec, 
because of the passport. He could only get me a passport as 
his wife, you see, on account of the new restrictions. It did 
seem a shame in a way - him being so fond of me, too. You 
wouldn’t think it to see me now, with the headache I’ve got, 
but he was crazy about me, reely. He would have married 
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me, you know, only he said he must renounce me for the 
sake of my career. They don’t like you to marry till you’re 
a star, see. It’s good publicity then. Still, it did seem a 
shame.’ 

Everybody was now leaning forward in unbearable sus- 
pense. 

‘ What seemed a shame?’ said Richard. 

‘ Well, I suppose it was a bit hard on him - 1 thought so at 
the time. But I - well, I said I wasn’t feeling very well and I 
couldn’t stand the journey unless I had a good sleep. So 1 
said, couldn’t he get a room Ibr himself somewhere else?’ 

‘And what happened then ? ’ 

‘Well, it was only natural, I s’posc, but he was ever so 
nnsty, reely. He said ever such nasty tilings to me. I couldn’t 
repeat them. So then I told him straight, I said, all right, it’s 
all off and I’m going home. But then he was ever so nice 
again, you know, polite, likej^au are. And he said he’d just 
get me a couple of aspirins and then he’d go off and doss 
down somewhere.’ 

They relaxed, but awaited the rest of the story anxiously. 

‘Well, he gave me the aspirins and said good night. I felt 
a bit lonely at first, with all the noise outside, but I locked 
the door and pushed the bed up against it. I was ever so 
sleepy, I just rolled into bed. I s' ise it was the aspirins. It 
was only two tablets, though. Ever such little ones, too.’ 

‘And the next day?’ 

‘Well, I woke up feeling awful. It was late, too, because I 
heard a church cloclc striking one. The hotel was ever so 
quiet, though. Gosh, I did feel funny ! But I got dressed and 
presently Leslie came along and I unlocked the door and let 
him in. He was a bit cross at first - said he’d come back in 
the middle of the night to get something he’d left behind, 
and he couldn’t get in. But you know what men arc. Wc 
talked a bit and he soon got over it. He’s a sweet boy when 
he’s in the right mood. By and by we went out for a snack, 
and then we walked around a bit and went down to the ship 
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again. We found it was going at half past four this moniing. 
So we got the Customs to O.K. us and Leslie left his suitcase 
ill the cabin. But I didn’t leave mine, because I wanted to 
change into my dance frock. Leslie said he’d take me danc- 
ing all night, you see. 1 love dancing. I bet you’re a lovely 
dancer, aren’t you ? ’ 

‘Just ordinary. But I suppose you didn’t go and dance 
straight away.’ 

‘ Oo, no, it was much too early. We went to the pictures, 
and tlien Leslie took me to ever such a posh place for supper. 
And after supper I changed my dress in the Ladies, and we 
went on to another place to dance - lots of foreigners and a 
crooner all in red sequins, ever so romantic, it was.’ 

‘ Plenty of drinlcs ? ’ 

‘ Oo, yes, but I wouldn’t have any,’ she said, with a touch 
of regret. ‘You see. Glad and me, we promised our Mum we 
wouldn’t ever drink. She made us promise in the hospital, 
just before she passed away. Because, Dad, you see, he used 
to ...’ 

Her sister looked at her repressively and coughed. 

‘ Oo, well, let that pass. Anyway, after we’d been dancing 
for a while, Leslie said what about a short lemon, that 
wouldn’t hurt a fly. He said he w'-as getting fallen arches, and 
he needed support. So he took me into the bar and we had 
a short lemon. Gosh, it did taste Juiiny 1 It kept making iny 
eyes water. We had ever such a laugh about it. Leslie said 
it was a continental recipe from Holland. So we had a lot of 
these short lemons, and tlicn we sat talking for a while in a 
little sort of nish with curtains, just outside the bar.* 

‘And then what happened ? ’ 

‘ Well, I don’t think the lemon agreed with me. Too acid, 
or something. Because I felt ever so funny. I think I must 
have fainted or something. I don’t remember, reely 

Richard and Andrew exchanged a look. 

‘When I come round, I was lying on a settee in the bar. 
’Course, the bar was closed, but the boss was a friend of Les- 
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lie’s. So he gave me a short orange to pull me round. He said 
the orange couldn’t upset me. Or maybe it was Leslie said 
that. I don’t remember, I was still feeling a bit funny.’ 

‘And then?* 

‘ Well, we talked a bit more, and then it was time to go for 
the ship. It seemed so awful, somehow. I felt I didn’t want 
to go after all, and I did miss you, Glad. 1 didn’t want to go. 
And then Leslie, he got ever so nasty again, you know, cross, 
and pulling me along. And he wouldn’t let me change into 
my costume, either, and my dance frock kept tripping me 
up. It was ever such a long way to the dock, and there 
wasn’t no buses nor nothing. And when we did get there, 
Leslie made me stand beliind the fence for ages, till the gates 
were opened. And then he went dashing in and pulling me 
along. I had to run ever such a long way and my feet kept 
tripping me up. And I heard you calling me. Glad. Gosh, I 
was glad to hear you! I don’t remember what happened 
after that. How did you know where to find me ? ’ 

‘ I went round looking for you, duck,’ said Gladys. ‘ I’d 
been to six other ships before I found you. I didn’t want to 
go to the police, you see, in case you got into trouble. So I 
went round asking for ships that were going to South 
America. There was ever such a nice old sailor that found 
out for me.’ 

‘ But, good heavens ! ’ said Richard. ‘ You must have been 
walking round all day and all night.’ 

‘ It was the waiting about l^ctween the tides that W£is the 
worst, sir,’ she said, witli a simplicity that went to his heart. 

‘Poor thing, you must be tired to death. Well, we know 
the end of the story after Uiat. Mr Thorne ifliocked down 
Gray and jumped off the ship with your sister, just as I was 
jumping on to catch her the other end. And here we all are. 
The only puzzling thing is, why Gray should have picked on 
your sister, and what his game really was. We may know 
more about that when the Yard have had a look at his photo 
and his fingerprints. Anyhow, tlie main thing nqw is to get 
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you back home and’ ~ he sighed involuntarily - ‘me back 
to my case. Arc you fit to drive, Plummer?’ 

‘Oh, Pm all right, sir. But there’s a chap here, P.C. Dun- 
ster, who’s got a day olF to go to a family wedding in Oxford. 
He wondered if w'c’d U kc him. lie said he wouldn’t mind 
driving.’ 

‘I don’t know. Let's count noses. Two girls, you and me, 
Mr Thome — ’ 

'No, not me. I’ve got .i lew things to see to before I can 
go, Dicky. I’ll come on l)y train later, if you like. How long 
will you be in Oxford ^ ’ 

‘I don’t know. Do come to-day, Andrew. I want you to.' 

Tliis seemed a sufficient reason, for Thorne replied 
placidly : ‘All right, Dicky. I’ll try and get there about tea- 
time. Where shall I find you.'*’ 

‘Ring up this number,’ said Richard, writing down 
Clare’s telephone number on the back of an envelope, and 
handing it over with a smile even more crooked and mock- 
ing than usual, 

‘ What are you up to, Dicky .* You look like a gipsy selling 
a horse.’ 

‘ Oh, nothing, nothing. That's my headquarters. Ask for 
Liddicote.’ Then, more seriously: ‘Or the police station if 
you draw a blank there. You will come, won’t you, Andrew ? * 

‘All right, Dicky, ’course I will. I’d better be getting off 
now.’ 

‘ If you’d sign your statement,’ interposed Thomas, who 
had taken it down. ‘Thank you, sir.’ 

‘Then can we take Dunster, sir? He’s downstairs. Thank 
you, sir.’ 

I'he Oxford party were all exhausted, and Plummer and 
the two girls slept most of the way home. Even Richard, 
who could not usually sleep in cars, fell into an uneasy doze. 
He dreamed of the old gipsy woman, shrunk to a hand’s- 
breadth and hanging uj) in a bottle over the High Table. 
Dr Costard was telling him that she lacked body. But 
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Richard was straining his cars for her voice, which was very 
faint and far away. 

‘A single loss, a double find. One for you, and one for 
another;* 

‘Yes,* he said impatiently in his dream. ‘Andrew for me. 
But where’s Pcrdita ? * 

But she was speaking Greek now, and Richard could not 
make out the words, as Costard had begun talking about 
diehards. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

Richard would never have believed Mrs Harman cap- 
able of the animation she displayed when he brought the 
two girls back to the cottage in Jersey Street. 

‘Well, I declare ! There you are ! All’s well that ends well ! 
Better late than never ! Well, I am pleased to see you. What 
have you been doing ? Give us a kiss. Ivy, duck ! ’ she said, 
laying a broad mottled arm around her. ‘ My word, don’t 
you look awful ! ’ 

‘Morning, Mrs Harman.* Richard interrupted her flow 
of words. ‘Yes, Ivy’s not feeling very well. She ought to go to 
bed at once. Will you take her up ? And can I just come in for 
a minute and have a word with Gladys?* 

‘You all right. Glad?’ She spoke to Gladys in quite a 
different way, Richard noticed - affectionate, but with the 
co-equal affection of qne general on Life’s battlefield to an- 
other. ‘You take ’im into the front room, then. I’ll see to 
Ive.’ And she shepherded the dazed girl upstairs. 

‘ Give her some sody bicarb, will you ? * Gla<lys called after 
her. ‘You’ll find a tin on my washstand.’ 

Then she led the way into the front room and sat down 
heavily on the sofa ; Richard followed her and took a chair. 
Not an aspidistra leaf had stirred there, it seemed, since 
yesterday afternoon. 

‘I won’t keep you a minute.* he said. ‘The police will be 
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investigating the case of the man Gray, of course - he was 
certainly offering fraudulent prospects to your sister. And 
they can pijll him in on that. But that won’t be my case. I’m 
busy trying to find the baby.’ 

She nodded. ‘1 do hope you will. It’s a terrible thing to 
happen. What did you want to know then, sir?’ 

‘Well, first, about Thursday evening. You were alone in 
Mrs Luke’s house, weren’t you?’ 

‘With the children. Yes, sir.’ 

‘Did you hear or see anything unusual going on in the 
street or next door between five and six ? ’ 

‘ No, I don’t think so. There was a gipsy come to our door 
soon after half past five, but I’d just started washing the 
children’s hairs, so I looked out of the bathroom window, 
and when I saw who it was, I didn’t go down.’ 

‘ What was she like ? ’ 

‘A big woman, dark, you know, with a basket over her 
arm. She comes round selling pegs and flowers and that, 
witli a younger woman. I’ve often seen her. But she was on 
her own this time.’ 

‘ Did you sec which way she went ? ’ 

‘No, Widdy got some soap in her eye and I had to run 
back.’ 

‘And you’re sure you noticed nothing else between five 
and six?’ 

‘Sure.’ 

‘ Good. Well, now, I was going to i^sk you something else - 
perhaps it isn’t so necessary now ~ still, I’d better ask you. 
Have you or Ivy seen that brother of yours lately?’ 

‘ What, Syd ? ’ She spoke with alarm and horror. ‘ How did 
you find out about Syd? What d’you want him for? The 
kidnapping, or Ivy?’ 

In her shock she had revealed hef moral opinion of her 
brother no less than her concern for him. She seemed to 
realize this after she had spoken, for she added earnestly : 

‘Syd hasn’t notliing to do with it. I haven’t let him near 
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Ivy for close on a year. How did you know about him? 
Don’t tell me he’s in Oxford ! ’ 

She buried her head in her hands and bur^t into tears. 
Richard pitied her from his heart, this decent clumsy girl 
saddled with so irresponsible a family, and he felt he sliould 
have spared her the (question. After all, since Gray had not 
had the baby with him, and the girls’ disappearance from 
Oxford was amply accounted lor already, it was very un- 
likely that their brother, however bad his character, had 
been implicated in the kidnapping. Richard’s question had 
simply been prompted by that all-embracing curiosity to 
which he owed much of his success as a detective. 

‘Don’t tell me,’ he said. ‘It doesn’t matter. Look, here’s a 
clean handkerchief. I was just trying to get a general pic- 
ture of the circumstances. But it doesn’t matter. Don’t be 
upset.’ 

Then, merely to be saying something instead of listening 
in silence to her attempts to control her tears, he went on, 
half to himself: 

‘It’s so queer, you see. Why did Gray pick on a girl like 
Ivy ? 'i'here arc plenty of girls he could get hold of without 
anyone raising a linger to stop him. I wish I knew what was 
behind it.’ 

She suddenly raised her he;id and stared at him through 
her tears. 

‘You mean lie might have been a friend of Syd’s? Yes, 
he's like Syd’s friend^. He’s like tliat click Syd went with 
after he’d come out of the army. That’s why I had to get Ivy 
away. They were bad, those boys, fiddlers and worse, they 
were. And I’d promised Mum to look after h /, see. But he 
couldn’t have done that, could he, sir? He couldn’t have got 
his own sister into trouble on purpose!’ she repeated in a 
horror-struck whisper. ‘But there was that letter. He wanted 
her to go wrong.’ 

‘What letter?’ 

‘You’d better see it. the letter he wrote -me when I 
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tol4 him he wasn’t to come near Ivy no more, not if he 
wanted any cash from me. I’ll get it.’ 

She went upstairs. Richard did nq]t think that the letter 
could have anything to do with the case, but comnion 
humanity forbade him to leave now until he had heard her 
troubles. 

‘Here it is,’ she said, returning. ‘It’s - it’s not very nice, 
I’m afraid.’ 

She held out a folded letter, and Richard smoothed it on 
his knee and read it through wdth an inexplicable quicken- 
ing of professional curiosity. The letter was written on cheap 
lined paper in a childish, back-sloping hand, and it ran as 
follows : 

14 Grice St., S.E.6. 

10 June. 

Dear Glad, 

So you don’t want me to poiutc our little Ives pure mind, don’t 
you. Well thats a nice way to treat yourc only brother you was all- 
ways a one for family feeling wcrcnt you. Maybe Ive hasnt got such 
a pure mind at that not when we was kids anyhow she was a fair 
* ♦ ♦ and had plenty of what it lakes and I dont blame her. 

So do not be Apprised if her pure mind gives you a * * * big 

suprise is the wish of, 

Youra sinccrly, 

Syd Turner 

p.s. - Keep your * ♦ ♦ money to suscribe to the purity 

league. 

A sufficiently unsavoury documenjt ; but indignation and 
pity were both swallowed up, in Richard’s mind, by the 
feeling that he was somehow on familiar ground, 'flie letter 
ought to remind him of something - something to do with his 
case. But what ? His memory, as often when he flogged it, dug 
in its heels and stopped like a mule. He recalled his attention 
with an effort to Gladys, who was watching him anxiously. 

‘ I don’t wonder you wanted to keep Ivy away from him, 
if this is his usual way of going on. Is he always like this? 
You were^all brought up together, weren’t you? Did your 
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mother ask you to look after him, too ? ’ (Richard wondered 
whether Syd were not merely reacting more violently than 
Iv>' against their elder sister s Puritanism. She had so far 
shown more goodwill than tact.) 

She laughed bitterly. ‘ Syd ? Not likely ! Syd couldn’t do 
any wrong, in Mum’s eyes. But it was me she turned to in 
the end. It was me she trusted to look after Ivy.’ There was 
passion in her voice. ‘My father, sec, he drank something 
terrible. Drank himself to death. And Ivy and Syd, they 
take after liim. They don’t touch a drop, of course, not after 
seeing him. Oh, I know last night . . . ljut Ivy didn't know it 
was drink, see. She’s just a kid. But she’s weak, like Dad was, 
and Mum knew it.’ 

‘And Syd, too?’ 

‘Weak as water, but Mum couldn’t seem to see that." 

‘What’s he doing now?’ 

‘Business, he says. He won’t say no more. But I don’t like 
it, sir. He’s always dressed up flashy and talking big, but he 
never has any money. And he's always been getting at Ive, 
to come in with him. He wants to get her away from me, 
that’s what it is. And she’ll go one day. I can’t seem to do 
nothing with her lately. Couldn’t you speak to her, sir ? She’d 
listen to you.* 

‘It’s not much good my talking to her,’ he said slowly. 
‘The only man who does Ivy any good will be a decent hus- 
band. Try to get her settled. It’s the only way with a girl like 
her.’ 

Gladys had never thought of this. But one could see that 
she was slowly considering the idea, shocking as she found it. 

‘And now,’ said Richard, rising, ‘I must gn back to my 
own case. But we’ll be looking after Ivy from now on, don’t 
woriy about that. Try and get some sleep.’ 

‘And the - the letter? ’ 

‘I’ll keep that. Nasty thing to have about. Good-bye.’ 

He walked down the little path, abstractedly turning the 
letter in his hands, and his own action reoiinded him 
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suddenly of the Links’ dining-room. Why? He stopped and 
thought hard. Then he remembered. 

He had been turning an envelope in his hands there. He 
had found i{ on the arm of his chair. It was empty, flimsy, 
with a central London postmark dated eleven o’clock on 
Thursday evening. And thi writing had been childish and 
back-sloping - in fact, surely, the same writing. Yes, that 
was it. Unless he was much mistaken, Syd Turner had been 
writing to the Links. 

Plummer was asleep in the car, his plump cheeks sagging 
and a look of resignation on his unconscious face. Richard 
woke him, discovered that he lived in the next street but one, 
and firmly drove him to his own front door, telling him not 
to report for duty till one o’clock. Plummer protested feebly, 
and in vain. 

Then, dropping the Liverpool policeman in the centre of 
the town, Richard decided to look into the matter of John 
Link’s bank account. It would be a delicate business, for the 
bankers, he knew, were not allowed to divulge any informa- 
tion about their customers’ accounts except to the Chief 
Constable himself, and then only for serious reasons. The 
Chief Constable was away and Ricliard hoped that his 
deputy would prove able and willing. He drove to the police 
station and demanded to see him at once. 

He found a smooth fat man with a pink newly-shaven 
face. The sight of him made Richard feel even hungrier and 
dirtier than he had before. But the man made no difficulties. 
He began to ring up the banks at once, and was lucky at the 
third attempt. Link used a bank in the High. After sonie pro- 
tests, the manager was persuaded to read over to the acting 
Chief Constable both sides of the account for the last month. 
Richard watched as the list was slowly transcribed. 

‘And fifty pounds to his college yesterday. That’s the lot? 
Thank you. Well, here you are’ - he turned to Richard - 
‘ no large cheques to Self or anyone else, barring this fifty to 
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his college. There can’t be anything wrong with that, can 
there?’ 

Richard stroked his rasping chin. ‘There mi^ht be. It’s a 
curiously round sum for battels - dinners and wine, and so 
on. And, anyhow', surely they pay those earlier on, don’t 
they? Yes, here’s a much earlier cheque to the college for 
fourteen pounds five and eight pence. Surely tliat’s batteb. 
I say, I think I’d better look into this. Can you give me your 
authority to question the Bursar’s office?’ 

‘Well - yes, if you think it’s really necessary. Mind you, I 
don’t see where all this is leading to.’ 

‘This man Syd Turner’s been writing to Link. I’m sure of 
that. Getting money out of him, I expect. If so, it’s surely 
connected with the kidnapping. What else?* 

‘Very well. I’ll write you an order. Is tliat all ?’ 

‘ I may have to exhume that coffin at Mayfield. Could you 
get me a gang for that ? ’ 

‘ I’ll see what can be done. Inspector. But I can’t prombe 
anything at once. We’re short-handed, as you know. Is it 
really necessary ? ’ 

‘Of course it is!’ snapped Richard. ‘You’ll make it as 
soon as you can, then ? By the way, is there any news of that 
foreigner - the one that was wandering about the Links’ 
house on Thursday afternoon? You advertised, didn’t 
you?’ 

‘Yes, we did, but there’s been no answers yet. Queer case, 
bn’t it?’ he remarked, feeling Richard's hostility and wish- 
ing to smooth things over. ‘ 1 needn’t say how grateful we 
are to you for helping us out.’ 

‘Haven’t got anywhere yet.’ 

‘I think you’ve been doing very well up to date. You 
saved that girl, little as she deserved it. Even if it didn’t 
strictly have anything to do witli tlie case.’ 

Richard rose to go before hb tongue got the better of 
him. 

‘It’s a funny thing. Inspector Ringwood. Di^ you know 
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that there’s been another disappearance from the Merton 
Street area?’ 

‘What?’ said Richard sharply. ‘Why didn’t you tell me 
before? Who’s missing?’ 

‘Oh, it won’t be anything to do with your case. In fact, I 
don’t expect he’s really mL^sing at all, he’s just not there, 
probably. It’s a Doctor Field. He went off to lecture in Lon- 
don on Thursday evening and should have been back by the 
late train. But he didn’t come back. He should have been at 
an examiners’ meeting on Friday afternoon, and as they 
couldn’t have the meeting without him, they asked after 
him. Then they rang up London, and it seems he didn’t 
give the lecture on Thursday evening either. So then his 
college got in touch wdth us.’ 

‘H’m. This is interesting. What time did he leave on 
Thursday?’ 

‘After tea, I think. They’ll tell you downstairs. I expect 
he just got into the wrong train. These absent-minded pro- 
fessors, you know. . . . ’ 

Richard scored a real moral victory in forbearing to 
point out that Field was not a professor. 

He went at once to the college to interview the Bursary 
clerk, who willingly told him what seemed, on the face of it, 
to be a perfectly innocent story. Mr Link had come into the 
office yesterday just before they closed, and had asked 
whether they could cash him a cheque for fifty pounds. He 
had a chance, he said, of acquiring a valuable piece of 
antique furniture if he paid cash at once, and the banks 
were shut. Could they oblige him? I’hey could. There were 
forty-five pounds in the safe, and the clerks had kindly 
raised the other five pounds between them. 

Remembering the mean and dreary modernity of the 
Links’ furniture, Richard thought that John might have 
found a more convincing pretext. He went straight to 50 
Merton Street and attacked him on the subject. John broke 
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down at once, showed Richard the letter, and confessed to 
having sent off the money yesterday evening. Richard was 
very angry indeed, and showed it. 

‘If you’d told me yesterday,’ he said, ‘we coiild have had 
that post office shadowed and probably caught the man. As 
it is ... did you take down the numbers of the notes? No? 
Well, luckily, the Bursar’s clerk did.’ 

‘Then c-can you trace the man, do you tliink?’ John was 
so utterly woe-bcgone and crushed that some of Richard’s 
anger left him. 

‘ We may be able to. I’ve come across another letter, in the 
same hand, that has an address on it. I’ll ring up Scotland 
Yard and get them to send a plain clothes man there at once. 
And to the post office too, on the chance. He may not have 
gone there yet.’ 

‘Who - who is it, do you know? ’ 

‘ Don’t know much about him. But he must have been in 
Merton Street on Thursday evening. No one had been told 
about the kidnapping but us, so early on. He couldn’t have 
heard about it in time to write that letter, unless an eyewit- 
ness had told him, and that’s unlikely. Either he did it him- 
self, or saw it done, or heard about it from the man that did 
it. The first hypothesis is lik^Hest, of course. Now, where’s 
your telephone? I must get on to the Yard at once and not 
waste any more time.’ 

At the Mitre, aching with fatigue, he dialled Clare’s num- 
ber and his back straiglitened as he heard her answer. 

‘Darling,’ they said simultaneously, ‘when can we meet?’ 

‘Well, now,’ continued Richard solo, ‘I’m just going to 
have breakfast. I expect you’ve had yours ages ago, but 
could you bear to come and have some more? Or coffee, or 
something? Oh, good! No, I won’t tell you a thing till 
you’re here. I want to see you. You go and put your hat on. 
Well, whatever you do put on, then.’ 

He ran upstairs two at a time, and whist]ed his way 
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through a bath, a shave, and a change of linen. He ran 
downstairs just in time to see Clare purposefully making her 
way towards a dark man, a total stranger, at the far end of 
the dining-room. He touched her on the slioulder. 

‘ Goodness ! ’ she said. ‘It's you ! I thought he was. Now he 
looks too horrid for words. Ugh * Let’s sit in that window out 
of the way. Now, tell me every 

He did so, eating a large breakfast meanwhile. Clare 
hardly moved until the story ended, so absorbing did she 
find it. Then, fishing meticulously for tiny pieces of milk- 
skin in her cold coffee, she asked : 

‘What about Gray? He’s puzzling. I don’t see what he 
hoped to get out of it.’ 

‘Oh, well, he’s obviously a White Slaver. I expect the 
Yard’ll confirm that, when they get his picture and prints. 
(I sent them off first thing.) It’s so characteristic, you see - 
the fake film job, the forged papers, the fact that he didn’t 
seduce her. Business before pleasure, you know\ He had to 
keep her in a trusting frame of mind. 'I’he line was, Once 
Aboard the Peruvian Barque ...’ 

‘And she’d take her medicine. Your ghastly Shake- 
spearian puns ! The awful thing is, I like them too I say, 

how heavenly about Andrew ! ’ 

‘Yes. Do you realize the old gipsy actually foretold that 
meeting yesterday morning? It’s all in my notebook.’ 

He passed it across. 

‘/t single losSj a double find. One for j^ou and one for another. 
Andrew' for me. Ivy for Gladys, in fact. It’s as plain as a 
pikestaff.’ 

‘Oh, I hope not. It leaves out the baby. Let me look at 
that gipsy interview again. No, it says a single loss^ a double 
find. I’m sure it means Andrew and the baby. That little 
slut Ivy doesn’t count. I say, give me a piece of paper and a 
pencil. I’ve had an idea. Suppose we write dow'u all the pos- 
sible meanings of the things she said? Like we would if she 
was an oracle.* 
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‘Coming round to the sibyl at last, arc you? All right. 
You do it. Pm off duty, for a few minutes more, anyhow.’ 
He leaned back and watched her, with at least as much 
attention as she was giving to. her task. She finished a second 
page, and pushed the notebook over. 

He read it. ‘You’ve really got something here, I think. 
But what does it add up to ? I don’t think the gipsies took 
her, not now. I think it was Syd.’ 

‘Well? 'rhis doesn’t necessarily contradict that view.* 

‘N-no. Pretty vague, isn’t it? We’ll just have to let it sim- 
mer. Perhaps the Yard has pulled in Syd by now. Mean- 
while, I’d better go on with the routine stuff.’ 

‘What’s that? Can I help?’ 

‘ No 1 ’ he said sharply. ‘ It’s not for you.’ 

‘Oh, dear ! You’re going to dig up that coffin.* 

‘Yes, I am. I want to be sure. But I don’t know if it can 
be managed at once.’ 

‘Shall I wait here while you ring up the station ?’ 

‘Yes, do. Then we’ll know the programme.’ 

'riiey left the dining-room together. 

'Po their great surprise, Sergeant Plummer was sitting on 
a bench in the lobby. 

‘Why, Plummer ! W’^hat arc you doing here? You’re sup- 
posed to be off duty.’ 

‘I’ve had a good meal, sir. I didn’t feel like going to sleep, 
somehow, and they said you’d be carrying straight on. So I 
came to see if I coiijjd help. ’Course, I can’t do much, I 
know. But there’s always driving, and that.’ He gazed up 
with his sad, spaniel look. 

‘I don’t know what I’d have done without you last 
night,’ said Richard warmly. ‘You got those girls 
soothed down in record time. But are you really feeling 
all right?’ 

‘Oh, yes, sir. I’m often up all night when Mrs Plummer’s 
having one of her turns. I’m as strong as a horse if I gets my 
meals regular. I’m sorry I haven’t brought thctcar, sir, but 
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there was nowhere near here to park ’er, so 1 thought it 
wouldn’t ’ardly be worth while.* 

‘That’s ay right. Wc may not need it yet. I’ll ring up the 
station first, and then wt’ll decide what to do.’ 

He went oflf to telephone, and soon came back. 

‘They can’t get anything ready for the exhumation till 
Utc this afternoon. The doctor won’t be free till then. It’s 
rather a pity, really, because Saturday cvenii g in a village is 
just the worst time in the week for tr>'ing to be unobtrusive. 
Still, it can’t be helped.’ 

Clare could hardly conceal her delight. 

‘ Does that mean you’re free till tliis eveiiing .** ’ 

‘ Good lord, no ! There’s other work to be done. 1 think 
we might go round to Dr Field’s house, don’t you, Phuniner ? 
Not that he^s likely to have been kidnapf>cd. Still, it’s odd his 
having disappeared too, and in such a quiet Lw-abiding 
place as this. We might pick something up; anyhow, it’s 
worth trying.’ 

‘I’d better not come, had 1 ?’ asl ed CUarc a little sadly. 
‘Better not, perhaps. I’m w; sorry, darling.. . .’ 

He caught Plummer’s mildly speculative eye. 

‘Plummer,’ he said stiffly, ‘peihaps you would be inter- 
ested to hear that Miss Liddicote and 1 have just become 
engaged.’ 

‘No!’ he exclaimed without the least shadow of surprise. 
‘Well, I never! Who’d have thought it.'* Well, I’m sure 1 
wish you both all the best.’ He beamed from ear to (‘ar. 

‘Thank you. But perhaps it would be better not to say 
anything at the station yet, till the case is over.’ 

Plummer looked immensely discreet. 

‘That’s all right, sir. I won't say nothing. Don’t you worry.’ 
‘Good. Thank you. Well, now,’ said Richard, hastily dis- 
missing the subject, ^ Plummer was evidently bulging ' 
with further propiti<^ Ofemarks, and he did not trust his 
gravity, ‘look. That qjp^g so, be a good chap and wait for 
us outside, will you ? ’ 
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Plummer withdrew, his little feet twinkling under his vast 
circumference, and his little eyes twinkling above it. 

‘Darling, I must stop dawdling. Can you po^ibly be here 
for lunch ? I’ll order it now, and if I don’t get in by one, 
start having it, and I’ll ring up when I can. Will you be all 
right till then?’ 

‘ I’ve been doing without you for twenty-two years now. 
But don’t try me too far, will you?’ 

Richard rejoined Plummer and they walked together to- 
wards Merton Street, Plummer’s feet going very fast to keep 
up with his superior’s long strides. That they did not allude 
furtlicr to the engagement was due partly to Plummer’s 
natural delicacy, and partly to Richard’s natural reserve; 
but their silence was big with a new bond, and they felt full 
of goodwill towards each other. Just outside the house, how- 
ever, Plummer broke silence. 

‘About the young lady that works for Dr Field, sir.’ 

‘ I'he young . . . Oh, yes, the maid. Well ? * 

‘They was saying at the station that she’s a bit wanting, 
like. They couldn’t get much sense out of her.’ 

‘Oil, lord! Why? Did he get her out of an asylum, of 
something?’ 

‘ I don’t know, sir. But i night be as well to go easy With 
her, like, if you don’t mind me saying so. I had a sister like 
that. Very easy put out, they are.’ 

Richard could have bitten out his tongue. 

‘Thank you. I’ll try to remember. Is this the house?’ 

He rang the bell and the door was opened by a young 
woman. Or was she a woman? She had the figure and 
clothes of an adult, but the expression and eyes oi’ a chifll. 
Richard smiled at her and she returned liis smile witli the 
candid welcome of an eight-year-old. 

‘May we come in for a minute? We’d like to talk to 
you.’ 

A shade of worry crossed her cle^r forehead. 

‘ Dr Field says, “ Don’t talk to strangers.” ’ 
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* We’re not strangers. It’s all right, we’ve come to help you 
find him. Will you show me your lovely clean kitchen ?* 

She smiled again and took his hand. ‘I’ll show yon,’ she 
said eagerly in her clear slow voice. ‘Til show you my nice 
kitchen. And I’ll give yi u a biscuit, loo.’ Again the shade 
of worry. ‘Does Dr Field say I can ? ’ 

‘He won’t mind, duck,’ said Plummer comfortably. ‘J 
expect there’s plenty in the tin, isn’t there ? Which way is it ? ’ 
‘This way, this way. Now% sit down and I’ll get you some 
lovely elevenses.’ 

But she’s .sweet, thought Richard. I imagined that idiots 
were uncanny, but this one is innocent and Incndly, like a 
very nice little girl. 

‘ There I ’ she said, serving them. ‘ Is it nice ? ’ 

‘ Lovely, but won’t you liave some, too ? ’ 

‘Docs Dr Field say I can?’ she looked Iiopefully at 
Plummer. 

‘He won’t mind,’ said Plummer. ‘Why, doesn’t he give 
you biscuits generally?’ 

‘Not always. Not like M;itron,’ slic replied sadly. 

‘ Matron gave me one every evening, because 1 was a good 
girl.’ 

‘W^ell, I’m sure you’ve been good to-day,’ said Richard. 

‘ What have you been doing ? ’ 

‘Cleaned the dining-room, cleaned the luill, cleaned the 
stairs, cleaned the study, did ilie bedrooms, did the bath,* 
she recited enthusiastically, and then her face fell. ‘Didn’t 
get the breakfast. Dr I'icld didn’t ring for his breakfast.’ 

‘ Didn’t he ? I wonder why that w'Jis ? ’ 

‘Didn’t ring for breakfast yesterday cither. Didn’t ring for 
dinner, didn’t ring for tea. 1 think he’s gone away.’ 

She laid a hand on Plummer’s arm. (He was evidently her 
favourite.) 

‘Make him come back! Make him come back! I’m 
frightened. Make him come and take care of me ! ’ 

‘Why, where’s he gone?’ 
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‘ Gone to London, he said. “ I won’t want any supper, but 
I’ll be back for breakfast. You go to bed.” But he didrit be 
back for breakfast. Oh, dear!’ The smooth childish face 
crumpled. 

‘There, be a brave girl, don’t cry,* said Richard. ‘We’ll 
make him come back, don’t worry ! ’ 

‘But, oh, dear! He’ll be cross with me. The stove’s gone 
out. He’ll be cross with me.’ 

‘Well, you can light it before he comes.’ 

‘No, I can’t light stoves,’ she said sadly. ‘Doctor Field 
says, “Don’t touch it, leave it to me.” ’ 

‘I’herc, my duck,* said Plummer. ‘Don’t you worry. I’ll 
light your stove for you. You just pop out and get me some 
wood and paper, and I’ll have it going in two twos.’ 

She smiled again with that extraordinary candour and 
went out of the back door. Plummer opened the stove and 
began to rake out the ashes. Richard fell into a muse, but a 
smothered exclamation from Plummer brought him to his 
feet. 

‘Look, sir,’ breathed Plummer lioarsely. Bones!' 

‘You’re right,’ said Richard. ‘And, look! Surely that’s a 
bit of wool. Don’t touch a thing ! Get me some newspaper ! ’ 

With infinite care and del’cacy, Richard began to separate 
the bones, charred wool, and ash, laying them on separate 
pieces of newspaper. I'lie maid had returned and stood 
waiting with her hands full of firew'ood, showing neither 
curiosity nor perturbation, but only a serene expectancy. 

‘Ask her for a sieve*’ whispered Richard. 

‘You got a sieve, my duck?’ said Plummer aloud. ‘You 
show me. Well, isn’t that a lovely one ! Can I borrow it? I’ll 
wash it up afterwards just like new.’ 

He passed it down, and Richard sifted the ash methodic- 
ally. He made three parcels, bone, wool ash, and ordinary 
ash. It was a task he did not relish. 

‘ Why do you look so funny ? ’ the girl asked him. ‘Are you 
frightened?’ 
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*Just a bit giddy from stooping down/ he said, as he stood 
up and dusted his knees. ‘What’s your name?’ 

‘Edna.’ 

‘Well, Edna, you stay and help Mr Plummer here. I’m 
going to look at your lovely clean house.’ 

She assented, though not without a shade of worry ; but 
Plummer found an occupation for her, and she was soon 
happy and absorbed again. Richard made his escape into 
the hall. He was looking for the study. The first door he 
opened led into the dining-room, tlie next into a lavator>'. 
The third was the study, opposite the front door. There was 
a large desk, stacked with orderly piles of typescript and 
sociological text-books. Richard tried the drawers. He 
pulled out the top middle drawer first, and leafed through 
the papers inside it. 

Bight at the bottom he found a small thin notebook > so 
far the only document he had found that was not type- 
written, which was perhaps his reason for looking at it first. 
It was a journal, and it began in March. He saw that there 
was an entry for every day, sometimes short but oftener 
covering a whole page. 

‘No, here’s a gap. Quite a long one too. May the seven- 
teenth to the twenty-first. Why’s that? And the next entry 
looks extremely odd. Attacked by E. Lost me of right thumb 
temply. Prob, moved too quicks Who was E. ? Edna?’ 

He looked back to May 17. The entry was short but 
baffling: "Pong. Pyg. 5.15.’ 

Richard returned to the entry for the twenty-first. 

‘ “C. seeing bandages & hearing of bite** - bite? - ""indulged 
in some cheap sneers after Hall^ at my expense^ no doubts chiefly in 
Latin. "Did my patients often bite? ’ &c. Explained I was not a 
psych. & .'. had no patients. That silenced him.*** 

‘The “C.” stands for Costard, I think. But Pyg.?" 

What on earth does that mean ? ’ 

He read on, skimming through notes of meetings until the 
tone becanje more personal. 
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LQ. 67 from Sumiways certainly a comfort. Bowels 
functioning more normally since cooked veg. available^ & study fire 
a treat Chilblains still painful. Think have induced^ satisfo trans- 
ference, no sexual complications likely as I specified some emotional 
retardation as necessary in present case, when writing to Matron. 
Cooks well if encouraged. MEM. Use of endearments produces v. 
satisf. results. Find out which have been previously usedJ*^ ’ 

Richard snorted. I.Q. 67, indeed ! Kind hearts were more 
than coronets, and simple faith than bloody norms. Him- 
self, he preferred to call the girl Edna. He read on. 

‘ “ Af. tea, V. talkative & actressy. Lipstick, &c. Seems to heme 
lost former ideals. Full of social & literary ambitions. I now feel I 
wasted time on help given while at school. But seemed serious then. 
Did not ask abt. speaking, but instead tried to recall her to duty. 
Spoke strongly of economic importance of getting good degree. Seemed 
impressed. Asked me to see her in Shakespeare play, June 1 7/A. Wd. 
send free ticket. May go, tho* waste of time, but cd. perh. see pro- 
ducer & ask abt. lessons in pub. speaking.^*' 

Richard came to another gap in the dates. The next entry 
struck him as most pathetic. 

Broke bi-focals. Cd. not see to find spare pair, but E. has at 
last located them after 2 days' search. Work held up in meantime & 
eyes u. sore. MEM. Keep in Drawer i .” ’ 

Richard recalled his mind to business. He was really look- 
ing for an account of the experimental scheme which, as 
Costard had, told him, had been voted down as a result of 
John Link’s speech, ljut there was still no mention of it. An- 
other curious entry caught his eye, irresistibly. 

Learned to-day at Best. Gdns. that Pong. Pyg. $ preg. Event 
expected in abt. 3 wks. Intend keeping under close observation with 
view to seeing how far mat. instinct & possessiveness can be reduced 
by pre- & ante-natal conditioning. Starting in to-day. Keeper un- 
helpful, sentini/Untal & sloppy, lacking in Sci. Spirit. MEM. Ar- 
range to go during lunch hour & efter closing time (5*30) . Will mean 
changing own meal-times, & acidosis will prob. recur, but have never 
spared myself in Cause of Sci. & do not intend to conmience now." ’ 
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‘I do wonder w'hat Pong. Pyg. is! Still, it’s obviously 
nothing to do with me. Ah ! Here’s an account of the affair 
in Congregation ! Right at the end of the book. It doesn’t 
amount to much.’ In fact, it merely ran : 

‘ Mem . Drqfi notices on Experimental P^'ch. Material to send to 
forward-looking members of Con. rather than . . . ’ 

And there the diary ended on the last page, in the middle 
of a sentence. Just when it might have been some use ; in 
fact, just before the week of the quarrel (if there was one) 
with Link. Richard felt that he was entitled to presume a 
second volume from the incompleteness of the first. He be- 
gan to hunt for another notebook in the desk. But the sound 
of a key in the front door stopped him. He had just time to 
slip the little notebook back under the papers and shut the 
drawer before the front door opened and a man came in, 
saw him through the open study door, and called to him 
sharply. 

‘What are you doing there? Eh? What arc you doing?’ 

He had red hair turning grey, half concealed by a band- 
age round his head ; the big bones of his sallow face stood 
out cadaverously. Richard could not sec tlie expression of 
the pale eyes through the immensely thick bifocal glasses, 
and could only guess at illness or nerx'ous strain by the pallor 
and the twitch that every few seconds pulled the moutli 
awry. He did not immediately answer, and the man hurried 
into the room with a jerky shambling gait, striking his 
shoulder on the door-post as he did so. He came up very 
close to Richard and stared at him myopically, repeating, 
‘Eh? Eh?’ 

‘Are you Doctor Field ? ’ asked Richard, giving question 
for question. 

‘Of course I am. And what arc you doing at rny desk, 
may I ask?’ 

‘ Perhaps this will explain it,’ said Richard, handing over 
his official card. He had often used this gambit, and occa- 
sionally the faces of those who suddenly thus realized that he 
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was a detective-inspector from Scotland Yard had betrayed 
guilt or fear. This time Richard could observe nothing. 
Doctor Field was already pale, and his face, pot naturally 
expressive, was masked further by the distortion of its re- 
current twitches. 

‘Well?’ he said in his jerky way. ‘What do you want?’ 
He was gripping the back of a chair and the big knuckles 
were white on his red hands. 

‘It’s you I want,’ said Richard, and paused watchfully. 
Doctor Field did not move. ‘You were reported missing by 
your college, and they sent me along to look into it.’ The 
hands relaxed and the red came flowing back over the 
knuckles. 

‘ I was just going to look on your desk to see if I could find 
any addresses.’ 

‘Found any?’ He still stood leaning on the chair-back. 

‘No. I’d only just arrived when you came in. I believe you 
were expected on Thursday night, weren’t you? And it’s 
Saturday now. One of your colleagues told us yesterday that 
King’s College, London, had rung up, as you hadn’t de- 
livered your lecture there. And you missed an examiners’ 
meeting yesterday. So everyone was getting a bit worried 
about you.’ 

‘ Yes,’ said the doctor grudgingly. ‘ Yes, I suppose you were 
within your rights. But here I am. So you can stop fussing 
now.’ 

‘Are you sure you’re all right, sir?’ asked Richard, with 
somewhat overemphatic courtesy. 

‘Obviously not. Can’t you see my bandage?’ 

‘Have you had an accident?’ 

‘Obviously. I’m not the sort of fool who gets concussion 
oi\ purpose.’ 

‘Would you mind giving me a short account, sir, for our 
records?’ 

‘ I suppose you’re entitled to it. A fool in a car knocked me 
down when I was crossing Gower Street. Whea I came to, I 
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finind myself in a public ward in University College Hos- 
yesterday morning. I stayed there till this morning, 
and then I^felt better, and left. 1 travelled down here by 
train. That do you ? ’ 

‘Thank you. That’s perfectly clear. If you don’t mind my 
saying so, you still look vt.ry ill. Shouldn’t you have stayed 
in hospital another day or so ? ’ 

The pale face flushed suddenly. 

‘That’s quite enough, quite enough. I can’t take my 
orders from nurses and policemen. It’s my business, not 
yours. I’ve got a great deal to see to here, a great deal. I 
won’t be interfered with.’ 

The skin was white and taut again on the big knuckles. 
Just then Edna came in through the open door behind him, 
lan forward, and touched his hand. 

‘You’ve come back! You’ve come back! Oh, I am glad.’ 
But then she fell back a pace. ‘What’s the matter? Why do 
you look so funny ? Edna’s not a naughty girl, is she ? ’ 

An extraordinary change came over Field. The lines 
smoothed out of his face and suddenly he radiated kindness 
and reassurance. 

‘Edna’s a good girl, a good girl,’ he said very slowly and 
distinctly. ‘ I’m not going away any more. I’m going to stay 
here and take care of you. I’ve been ill in London.’ 

‘Poor head!’ she said sympathetically. ‘Better now?’ 

‘Yes, better now. But I want my lunch. Wi|l you get it?* 

Richard was watching in astonishment. Field handled the 
girl perfectly, and she was evidently devoted to him and 
oveijoyed at his return. 

‘I’ll get it,’ she said, with a little jump. ‘Oh, yes. I’ll be 
quick. What will you have?’ 

‘Gold meat off the joint, and tomatoes. And you can 
open a tin of peaches.’ 

‘ Oh, lovely ! Can I have peaches too ? Arc the nice gende- 
men coming to lunch with you ? ’ 

‘No, they can’t stay. Run along, now, and tell me when 
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it’s ready.’ He turned to Richard, all sign of former agitation 
gone, with impersonal hierophantic benevolence. 

‘Was the girl emotionally upset by my absence? How was 
she when you arrived ? ’ • 

‘Well, she seemed a bit lost and frightened, like a child 
alone in a house,’ began Richard. 

‘Yes, she’s a deficient, of course. About 67 I.Q,., but well 
trained. She works quite efficiently under proper super- 
vision. That class of mind ought to be more generally used 
for domestic work. Would be, no doubt, under a more 
rational system. I got her out of a home to prove my theory. 
Of course, it works out perfectly. Euthanasia would be a 
pure waste of useful material.’ 

‘I thought she was most likeable,’ said Richard stiffly||v 
trying to conceal his indignation. 

‘ Yes, most of them are capable of some degree of socializa- 
tion, given proper treatment.’ 

‘ My sergeant was wonderful with her.’ 

‘Your sergeant? What? Where is he?’ Field stumbled 
jerkily towards the door. ‘Why wasn’t I told?* 

‘Oh, he’s quite happy. He’s in the kitchen, I think. I’ll 
just go and pick him up. Don’t bother to sec us out, you 
want to sit down. I’m sure,' 

But Field li^d already opened the kitchen door. Richard 
looked over his shoulder in some alarm. Plummer was doing 
something to the stove. The parcels of ashes were nowhere 
to be seen. 

‘What are you doing there?’ said Field in liis other, 
sharper voice. ‘ Eh ? ’ 

‘Just doing ithe stove for Edna, sir. She couldn’t seem to 
get it going, like.’ 

‘ Why, what was the trouble ? Eh ? ’ 

‘Just wanted raking out, sir. It’s all right now,* 

‘Well, here’s. Doctor Field back, Plummer,’ said Richaxtl; 
‘so we ne^n’t stay any longer. Got everything?’ He made a 
questioning ^mace over Field’s shoulder. 
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‘Yes, everything, sir,’ said Plummer stolidly, and fol- 
lowed him out. 

‘Good-bye, good-bye,’ Edna crooned in a sing-song. 
‘Thank you for coming. Come again soon! Come again 
soon!’ 

They were hardly threugh the front door before Field 
slammed it behind them and Plummer turned to Richard 
eagerly, his pond-like features mantling with excitement. 

‘Sh! Wait, Plummer! Wait till we’re round the corner. 
We’re probably being watched,’ said Richard in an urgent 
whisper, and they plodded on with conscious and almost 
intolerable slowness, until they had turned the corner into 
Merton Street. 

‘Now! For God’s sake, Plummer, where are those bones?' 

‘Here, sir,’ replied Plummer, patting himself on the belly. 

‘ What? Heavens, you haven’t swallowed them?* 

‘Bless you, no, I should hope not! No, they’re inside me 
tunic. Though 1 must say,’ he added more soberly, ‘ I never 
thought I’d go w'alking round Oxford carrying ’uman bones 
next me skin. Fair gives you the creeps, don’t it? But it 
seemed the only thing to do. 1 heard liim and you in the 
study, see.’ 

‘My dear Plummer,’ said Richard earnestly, ‘you’re a 
wonder. I shall recommend you for promotion.’ 

‘Oh, no, don’t do that, sir, thank you all the same. I get 
muddled enough as it is. I’m only an ordinary old chap, sec, 
though it’s very kind, I’m sure. But could we t^c them out 
now?’ 

‘Hold on just a minute. We can’t do it in the street. I 
know 1 We’ll go on and see that Doctor Shawyer I met in 
Hall last night ; it isn't far to go. I’m sure he can be trusted, 
and he’s a doctor, which may be useful. And Plummer,’ he 
added, patting his shoulder, ‘it’s not as bad as you think. It 
probably isn’t human bones in those parcels at all. I expect 
it’s just rabbits, or something. You know they use them for 
experiments,’ 
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Plumjper looked relieved. But Richard, although he had 
come away without revealing his suspicions, had done so 
through policy rather than conviction that all was well. He 
had seen those bones. And he knew that rabbits^iever have 
finger-joints. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

They arrived at the college lodge in a few minutes, 
though none too soon for Plummer, as he walked delicately 
and uneasily with his charnel burden intimately carried, 
like a circus elephant with a performing lioness on its back. 

‘ Doctor Shawycr ? ’ said the porter in answer to Richard’s 
question. ‘Yes, sir, he’s in. I’ve just seen him going across to 
his rooms. Do you know where they are? Second quad, 
staircase five, first floor, right.’ 

They hurried across and up the stairs, and knocked on the 
h:ilf-open door. A cheerful voice called them in. Shawycr 
was standing with his back to the fireplace, a glass of sherry 
in his hand, looking extremely young and healthy. 

‘ Hullo ! ’ he exclaimed in surprise, recognizing Richai'd at 
once and then seeing Plumr''‘ir’s uniform. ‘ I remember you. 
You’re the bobby that was dining with us last night. Don’t 
tell me you’ve come back to have me up this morning! 
Which of my sins have found me out ? Was it the torso in the 
trunk, or the Black Market egg?’ 

‘Don’t worr)%’ said* Richard, with a half smile. ‘You’re 
not a victim this time. I hope you’ll be an ally, though. I 
want your help. Could you sport your oak before I tell you 
about it ? It’s something rather serious and private.’ 

Adjusting his expression to the gravity of Richard’s words, 
but hardly able to conceal his cliecrful curiosity, the young 
doctor went over and shut fast his heavy outer door, that 
last bastion of privacy in our progressively intrusive world. 
The most intimate friend still hesitates before the b^ier of 
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a sported oak, and Shawyer’s had probably never been 
sported before in all his two years’ tenancy. 

* There!’ he said, returning to the fireplace. *No one can 
get at us nbw. Do tell me wliat all this is about. I’m abso- 
lutely consumed with curiosity.' 

Richard nodded to hi. sergeant. 

‘All right, Plummer. You can show liim now.’ 

Plummer began to unbutton his tunic. 

‘Hi !’ cried Shawyer in alarm - medical etiquette cdarms 
even the bravest of doctors. ‘Hi 1 You’re making a mistake, 
1 think. Do yourself up at once, please ! I’m not a practising 
doctor, and I don’t know a mcasle from a mump I can’t 
examine you. You must go to your G.P.’ 

‘That’s all right,’ said Richard, ‘we don’t want you to 
examine him. Put them on the table, Plummer.’ 

Plummer laid three small newspaper paicels on the table 
and began to button up his tunic crooked, with an air ol 
heroic outrage. Richard undid the largest and kiiobbicst 
parcel, and spread out the charred bones to view, while 
Shawyer stared in bewilderment. 

‘We brought these along to you,* said Richard. ‘Sergeant 
Plummer here had to hide them in his tunic so as to get them 
away safely, and he badly wanted to unload. So we came to 
you. I hope you don’t mind. You were the nearest port of 
refuge. Also, I’d very much like to hear your opinion on 
them, though I know it’s unconventional. It would take all 
of twenty-four hours to get them examined by our own 
people in London, and the case won* t stand any delay.’ 

‘But, good God ! 7'hey look like human bones. Where did 
you find them?’ 

‘In a stove. Don’t ask me whose, because I mustn’t say. 
Just tell me, if you can, what the bones are. But perhaps I 
ought not to ask you.’ 

‘On the contrary, I’m delighted. This is really seeing 
life.* 

‘I think it’s probably seeing murder,’ said Richard, ‘or, 
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MfMy of it. But perhaps you’ll be able to tdl 

us that.’ 

The natural brick-rcd of Shawyer’s face deepened. 

‘Stfinry,’ he said in confusion. ‘I didn’t mean tifat, exactly. 
1 mean, of course I’d like to help you, anyone would. But 
I can’t help being rather interested, anyone would be. Let’s 
have a look.’ 

He took a pair of forceps from a case on the desk, and be- 
gan to shift and examine the fragments with great delicacy, 
talking rather absently as he did so. 

* Of course you realize that I’m not at all the right chap to 
ask about bones. I’m no anatomist. In fact, I failed my 
anatomy paper in the exams and had to take it again. 
Pathology is my line. I’m afraid I haven’t looked at an 
anatomy book for years. So don’t believe a word I say, will 
you ? All the same . . . Good heavens, this is very odd ! ’ 

He gazed at the bones with increasing perplexity and 
rubbed his nose. 

‘You know, I wish you’d taken these to old Tams. He 
could really be some good to you. Greatest bone man in 
Europe, and knows the whole thing from A to Z. He’s a dear 
old chap, too. I’m sure you’d get on with him. This doesn’t 
look to me like a job for a Tv n-specialist.’ 

‘Why?* asked Richard. 

‘Well, it’s all so damned odd. How many bodies did you 
reckon that you had here?’ 

‘One, if tliat.’ Richard fidgeted as he watched the 
delicate forceps lifting^and shifting. ‘Why?’ 

‘ Oh, lord ! ’ A flood of light burst upon Shawyer’s mind 
and he looked very serious indeed. ‘Don’t tell me that you 
think that this is John Link’s baby?’ 

*I can’t tell vou anything,’ said Richard, mastering his 
impatience. ‘ I know it’s abominable to barge in like this and 
ask your help, and then refuse to talk. But we have our pro- 
fessional etiquette too. You mt^t just kick me out if you feel 
- quite justifiably - that you can’t help me on those terms.’ 
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‘Don’t be silly. Of course I want to help. But it% all so 
damned odd, I can’t understand it at all.’ 

He bent over the table again. 

‘ You say you only expected one body ? ’ 

‘Yes. Why?’ 

‘Well, don’t believe anything I say, because anatomy, as 
I told you, is my weak point. But as far as I can see, you 
can’t possibly make one body out of these bones. They’re in- 
compatible. Some are much too big, and some are much too 
small. How old was John’s - how old would the victim have 
been?’ 

‘Two months.* 

‘A girl, you say?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

Shawycr swore violently and savagely, presumably at the 
murderer, apologized, and then, collecting himself, beck- 
oned Richard over to the table. 

‘Come and look, and I’ll try to sliow you what I mean. 
You see this and this. (That’s a femur.) Well, they’re all 
right - I mean they’d fit a girl child of two months. And so 
would this.’ He pointed to something like a piece of egg- 
shell. ‘That’s a bit of cranium. Biut just take a look at these. 
They must belong to a much bigger baby - say, eight 
months old. Look how long they are. That’s a tibia. But 
then, here are some vertebrae. They’re quite small again, 
just what you’d expect in J - in quite a young baby. And 
yet, look at this Jaw bone. ([ think it’s a Jaw bone, but it’s so 
charred, one can’t be sure.) It’s mucfi too Large for the head 
suggested by the curve of the cranium. D’you see the 
difficulty?’ 

‘ I think so. The suggestion is that there were two bodies ? ’ 

‘That’s it. Doesn’t tJiat fit the facts?’ 

‘I don’t know. It doesn’t fit my theories or any of the 
facts I know.* 

‘Well, as I said. I’m no expert. And of course the bones 
are in sucl^ a charred state, which is a pity, because we could 
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have been more definite about age if we could have estab- 
lished the degree of ossification. One might still do it by 
taking a section - at least, an expert might.’ 

‘ WJiat’s degree of ossification ? ’ 

‘ How hard the bones had got. But, as I say, it looks to me 
like two different sets. Wait a minute, I’ll arrange them in 
their natural order and you’ll see how disproportionate they 
arc.’ 

He roughly arranged them in the shape of a human body. 
It was very small, and there were many gaps. 

‘Can’t we find some duplicates?’ asked Richard. ‘Surely 
if you could get tw'o of the same bone, that would be a better 
proof that there were two bodies.’ 

‘I suppose it would,’ replied Shawyer despondently. ‘But 
1 can’t seem to see any. The shape is so hard to be sure of 
when they’re charred and broken up like this. And, anyhow, 
I’m not at all good at this branch of medicine, even under 
laboratoiy conditions. I wish you’d let me take them along 
’ to old Tarns. He's the only man who’d be any use in this 
kind of a job, and I know him quite well. Would you mind ? ’ 

‘ Mind ! I should be enormously giMteful. He’s much bet- 
ter, and much nearer, tha^i any expert I could get hold of. 
And the matter is very ur^i.nt and important. Could you 
possibly ring him up now?’ 

‘Nothing easier. Of course. Sit down and have some 
sherry.’ 

‘No, thank you. Oh, by the way, does your telephone go 
through the lodge?’ 

‘Yes. Oh, I sec!’ He laughed as he saw the point of the 
question. ‘Don’t worry, the porter won’t understand our 
jargon. And, anyhow, he’s discretion itself. I’hey have to 
listen, you know, or they can’t tell when the line’s free.’ 

But there was no need for either concealment or discre- 
tion. Professor Tarns was out and was not expected home 
until four o’clock that afternoon. 

‘Do you know where I could get hold of him^’ Sliawyer 
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asked. *Oh! Gone for a walk, has he? ... Where did he go, 
do you know? ... Oh, yes, of course, I remember, it*s the 
famous Saturday walk. Well, I’ll come round at four, if I 
may. . . . Yc&, it’s Robin Shawyer. Will you tell him it’s very 
urgent?’ 

He rung up the receb'er and turned round. 

‘I’d forgotten. He always goes off for a long country walk 
on Saturday. He takes his lunch and stays out four hours. 
Amazing at his age, isn’t it? One can’t possibly get in touch 
with him until he comes back. But he always comes back 
when he says he will ; so I’m sure to see him at four. He’s a 
good chap. That’ll be all right, won’t it?’ 

‘That’s very good of you indeed, and I’m most grateful. 
I must try to get the ash analysed too. I think it may be 
burnt clothes, or hair, or something. It doesn’t look quite 
like ordinary stove ash, does it?’ 

‘ I can see to that too, if you like. I know lots of chemists, 
and I imagine it’s quite a quick and easy if you know 
what you’re looking for. And you’d get your results sooner 
if the analysis is done in Oxford. Shall I take them along to 
the labs?’ 

‘ I say, could you really ? ’ said Richard gratefully. ‘ I can’t 
tell you what a help it would be. But are you sure you can 
spare the time?’ 

‘Saturday afternoon? Of course. It won’t take long, and 
anyhow, it’s so interesting and it makes me so bloody 
angry.’ 

‘ I know. When shall I come and cWlect the results ? ’ 

‘ Oh, don’t come here. I’ll ring you up from Tarns' house ; 
you’ll hear quicker that way. Where shall I ring up?’ 

‘The police station, if you don’t mind. Hullo, Plummer, 
are you all right ? ’ 

Plummer had been standing by the window with his face 
averted. As he turned round, Richard saw that he was a 
most unhealthy colour, with every feature drooping. 

‘I’m all right, sir. It’s just . . . ’ He cast an eloquent glance 
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at the table and its gruesome burden^ *Two!* he said in 
accents of horror. *It’s a bit much.* 

‘Here, have some sherry,* said Shawyer. ‘A lot of medical 
students feel like that to start with. It’s noftiing to be 
ashamed of.’ 

Plummer looked at Richard with wistful inquiry. 

‘That’s all right, Plummer. It doesn’t count as drinking 
on duty if it’s doctor’s orders.* 

Plummer took the large glass that Shawyer offered him, 
and drained it at a single gulp as if it were beer. He choked 
slightly, and his eyes bulged. Then he felt the warm prick- 
ling sensation in his stomach, and brightened somewhat. 
But the sight of the table, though its contents did not present 
a particularly horrifying aspect, seemed still to be too much 
for him, and he resumed his position by the window. 

‘I’d better take him away,* said Richard in a low voice. 

‘ I suppose this is the first anatomical job he’s ever seen at 
close quarters, poor old chap. Well,’ he continued aloud, 
‘we’ll be going now. I’m so grateful to you for all your help. 
You’ll ring me up soon after four, then ? ’ 

‘Right. And as for the help, as you call it, I’m only too 
glad. You may think it’s a bit callous of me, which it really 
isn’t, because I don’t thin! any punishment is too bad for 
people who murder children - but I can’t help finding all 
this very interesting, you know.’ 

‘You wouldn’t be human if you didn’t. I found it interest- 
ing myself, at first. Now, it’s just my job. But I promise that 
I’ll tell you the whole story once it’s over - that is, if I ever 
know it myself. Good-bye.* 

‘Good-bye, sir,’ said Plummer, sidling across the room 
with a crab-like motion to avoid the view of the table. ‘And 
thank you. I’m sure.’ 

Once out, he took a large brown handkerchief out of his 
pocket and mopped his brow. 

‘My word,* he said, ‘that fair gave me the creeps. Just 
like the Sunday papers, isn’t it? Fancy me havjfig two dead 
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babies next me skin. Well, least said, soonest mended. That’s 
a nice young gentleman, sir, isn’t he ? Though he was a bit 
lively when he was up. I remember ’im sitting on the roof of 
a taxi with a pot and a paint-brush, driving very slow, and 
painting all the street lights red. Singin* ’yrnns in the station 

afterwards, too But ti.ere ! What are we going to do now, 

sir?’ 

‘ Come over here and talk quietly,’ said Richard, drawing 
him into the angle of a great stone wall. ‘You never know 
who might be listening. I think that even this doubtful re- 
port on the bones means that we shall have to watch Field. 
He must be mixed up with Syd Turner somehow. Also, I 
found a diary in his study that intrigued me rather - or at 
least, the first volume of one, that ran on in a way that made 
me absolutely sure there must be a second volume some- 
where, starting this month. I’d like to get a look at it. But I 
don’t think I’d be justified in arresting him, and if possible, 
I’d rather he didn’t know I’m watching him. I'hen his be- 
haviour’ll be more informative. I hope lie doesn’t know we 
found those bones.’ 

‘I’m sure Kdna didn’t take it in, sir. But suppose ’e’s gone 
off already?’ Plummer’s eyes were round with anxiety. 
‘We’ve been in there quite a time.’ 

‘We can soon find that out. Where’s the nearest telephone 
box?’ 

‘ Up past the corner, sir.’ 

‘Come on, then, we’ll sec what can be done.’ 

They went quickly to the telephone box, and waited in a 
frenzy of impatience while a middle-aged woman, leaning 
on the shelf with an air of blissful relaxation, conducted con- 
versation, fumbled lor extra pennies, buttoned up a great 
many clothes, and at last emerged. 

‘You coming too, Plummer?’ said Richard, not shutting 
the door. ‘Oh, no, quite, I see your point.’ (The point 
occurred a little below the belt.) ‘All right, you wait outside. 

I won’t be, a minute.’ 
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He found and dialled Dr Field’s number. It rang for a 
few moments and then an impatient and unmistakable 
voice answered him. 

‘Will you give me the Orders Department ? ’ said Richard 
in an assumed voice. ‘Oh, isn’t that Grimly Twining? ... 
I’m sorry, it must be a . . 

The receiver was slammed down. 

‘Well, that’s all right,’ he said, rejoining his sergeant. 
‘ He’s at home, and by the sound of him, disturbed at his 
lunch.’ 

He glanced at his watch. 

‘A quarter past twelve. You go off and have some lunch, 
Plummer. Have it somewhere in the town, and be back here 
at one o’clock, will you ? I’ll watch the house till then. If I’m 
gone when you get back, that will mean that he’s gone out 
and I’ve followed him. If so, I’ll try to drop a note for you in 
the street near the house. It’s a quiet street and there’s 
quite a chance that it won’t be disturbed. Just walk past the 
end of the street slowly when you arrive, and I’ll come down 
and show you where to stand, if I’m here. If not, walk slowly 
up the street and see if I’ve left anything. If I haven’t, wait 
for me.’ 

‘All right, sir. Walk p^ast bottom of the street slow, 
wait, come up it if you don’t come, look for a message. I 
won’t be long, sir. There’s a place in the market where they 
’ave beautiful sheep’s hearts and thick gravy, and they don’t 
keep you waiting long. I must say a sheep’s heart would go 
down lovely.’ He smiled a little in anticipation and bustled 
away. 

‘Well, he’s recovered his appetite, anyway,’ thought 
Richard, ‘in spite of the bones. 1 hope he’ll find a beautiful 
sheep’s heart or, should I say, the beautiful heart of a sheep ? 
IVhat an extraordinary mixture the man is ! So resourceful 
in some ways and so childish in others.’ 

Richard settled himself behind another of those buttresses 
so conveniently disposed about the ancient city,, where he 
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had an oblique view of tlie house but could conceal himself 
at need. Nothing happened for a while. Then the dining- 
room window opened, and Edna was seen shaking out a 
tablecloth. 

^ Lunch is over, anyway. I’d better get farther back. He' 
may look out of the window.* 

He waited some time longer. A party entered the street 
from the High. There was a light flurry of feet and high soft 
voices. It was Mrs Luke with her two children. Unwilling to 
be found in hiding, Richard left his corner and passed 
quickly down the street ahead of them. Once round the 
corner, he turned to greet them, but Pippa forestalled him. 

‘Look, Mummy!’ she said. ‘It’s my nice man.’ 

‘So it is, darling,’ said Mrs Luke in placid agreement, 
while Richard felt absurdly flattered. ‘What brings you 
here ? Are you going to see John and Perjjetua ? ’ 

‘Not just now,’ he replied evasively. ‘I’m waiting for 
someone to join me here. How' arc you getting on without 
your nannie ? ’ 

‘Well, it ought to be dreadful, but we’re getting on beau- 
tifully, only I’m afraid that sounds too ungrateful. (She’s 
coming back to-morrow.) We can be so dirty, you see, when 
she isn’t there to keep us up to the mark.’ (All three were as 
fresh as flowers.) ‘And Daddy’s going to give us lunch in 
college, so thaVs all right, and w'c’ve just been seeing the 
monkeys, because they close on Saturday afternoons. How 
zxt you getting on ? ’ * 

‘Not too well,’ said Richard. ‘I won’t develop the subject 
d cause des petits. But that isn’t a report to be passed on.’ 

‘Of course not, poor darling,’ she replied, startling him 
slightly. ‘She’s being wonderful, really,’ she added, and 
Richard relinquished the endearment without grudging to 
Perpetua Link. ‘Well, we mustn’t keep Daddy waiting, must 
we, my honey-buns? I do hope you’ll come and see us 
properly when all this is over. I mean, really properly.’ 

She floated away, leaving him to think it out. 
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He returned to a place of vantage farther up Kybald 
Street and soon heard other footsteps. He looked out 
cautiously and saw Field going down the street. He must 
have left his house stealthily, for Richard had not heard the 
door being shut behind him. He waited until Field turned 
the corner and then started quietly to pursue him. At the 
corner he stopped again. Field was making for the High 
round the bend of Merton Street. A tortuous way to come 
to it, as if he were avoiding the populous streets as long as he 
could. Once he was round the bend, Richard followed with 
long silent steps. He watched him turn into the High to the 
right, towards tlie river, and then once more pursued. But 
when he reached the corner, he was unpleasantly surprised 
to see Field waiting just behind it. He must have been watch- 
ing to see if he was followed. The pale intelligent eyes recog- 
nized him, he was sure, but were quickly averted, and Field 
dived into Magdalen College and began to walk round its 
large and beautiful grounds. Richard watched him as far as 
a long circular path, with no exits, known as Addison’s 
Walk, and then waited for him to emerge. In twenty min- 
utes he did so, walking with short jerky steps, but this time 
Richard was well hidden. Field passed him and left the col- 
lege. Richard followed at a s. e distance, but once more luck 
was against him. F'ield had been caught by a fellow-don in 
the street just outside and was being engaged in conversa- 
tion, apparenjtly against his will. I'here was another en- 
counter ; Richard thought, another recognition. At any rate, 
Field, his conversation over, seemed to have given up the 
plan of going wherever he had been going - Richard sur- 
mised that he was not the man for solitary walks - and made 
for home. You could hear his front door bang right from the 
end of the street. And Plummer, alas, was standing in full 
view at the corner, gazing towards the house and quivering 
with an alertness that could be perceived from a great dis- 
tance. One felt that he was merely waiting for the word of 
permission to bound off and retrieve his quarry like a 
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well-trained gun-dog. Field could hardly be ignorant that 
he was being Watched. Nevertheless, Richard still felt that 
the watcl^ should continue, and that no advantage was to 
be gained by a premature arrest. He therefore instructed 
Plummer to keep out of sight, and follow Field if he should' 
come out of the house again. 

‘ Mkid you don’t lose him if he does,’ he added. ‘ It would 
he better for him to see you than for you to lose him by drop- 
ping too far beliind. I don’t think he’ll go far. My feeling is 
that he is trv'ing to go somewhere at the river end of the 
High, but to get there unobserved. He could easily have 
taken a bus out of the town when he went out just now, if 
he’d merely been wanting to get away out of reach. There 
was plenty of time before I got round the corner. What I 
should like to do is to find out where he's going - he prob- 
ably wants to destroy some evidence - and catch up with 
him just as he gets there. Of course, he may not make another 
attempt. He looks desperately ill.’ 

‘That’s all right, sir. I w'on’t let him get. away. You 
W'ouldn’t ’ardly credit it to look at me now, hut when I was 
a nipper I w'as the best in the ’ole street at that game where 
you follows somebody. You know the game I mean?’ 

‘Yes,* said Richard, smiling. ‘Wc used to call it Red 
Indians. 1 suppose all children play it, don’t they ? Well, I 
hope your early training will stand you in good stead. Had a 
good meal ? ’ 

‘Ah,’ said Plummer with deep satisfaction. ‘Lovely. But 
not so good as my old woman's. Which is wonderful, really, 
considering ’er legs.’ 

‘Well, I’ll go and have a spot of something now, and sec 
how Miss Liddicote is getting on. I’ll try not to be too long.’ 

‘Don’t you worry, sir. You take your time. It seems a 
shame for the poor young lady, don’t it? I expect she was 
looking forward to this week-end.’ 

Richard smiled radiantly. It had not occurred to him that 
Clare, too, had been looking forward to this week-end, 
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though he had himself been almost bursting with excitement 
for days beforehand. 

* Never mind. The harder we work on this now, the more 
chance we’ve got of finishing it up quickly. Though I must 
say it gets more and more confusing and looks less and less 
like having a happy ending.’ 

He look his leave of Plummer and ran all the way to the 
Mitre. 

Clare was silting at a table for two by the window in the 
dining-room. She was eager for news of the case. 

‘I’ll just order first, shall I?’ he said, with a meaning 
glance at the waiter. ‘ Something cold, I think, don’t you ? 
What’ll you drink?’ 

‘You choose,’ said Clare. ‘I don’t know about wine. If 
they’re sweet, people mostly say you ought not to like them, 
and if they’re sour, I mean dry, they shrivel your mouth up 
inside and give you a tummy-ache. I like claret when it 
tastes like Parrish’s Chemical Food, and port when it tastes 
like Syrup of Figs.’ 

‘ Stop, stop ! ’ said Richard weakly. ‘The very sound is like 
a knell. And any port at luncheon on a summer day ...’ 

He ordered a Mcdoc, explaining that it would be a good 
grounding for her, and that 1 . would reserve the great wines 
for a later stage in her education. 

‘ Lovely ! ’ She sighed with pleasure. ‘ I do feel so heavenly 
and worldly, if you see what I mean. Now tell me how you’ve 
been getting on.’ 

He told her. The story of how Plummer had got away the 
bones drew an involuntary laugh, but at the end of the 
whispered account she looked very grave indeerd. 

‘I suppose you’re really sure that those were little Per- 
dita’s bones in the stove? And yet I don’t believe you are.* 

‘No, I’m not. How did you guess? For one thing, I don’t 
believe anyone but an expert can really give a workable 
opinion. The bones were in such a bad state. And for an- 
other, if there really arc tvv o skeletons, it looks n^ch worse, 
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I know. Two murders, you*d say. But I find them uncon- 
vincing, somehow. Real life is more economical than that. 
It’s like the bad novelist in Wodehouse who was writing a 
thriller about a mysterious Chinaman with two twisted ears. 
Two babies’ skeletons somehow sound, as Plummer would 
say, a bit much.’ 

She laughed. ‘Yes, and then if Field did it, what about 
the motive ? ’ 

‘Yes, what indeed? Field’s a fanatical, cornery sort oi 
man, I grant you ; but he’s intelligent, and you only had to 
see him with that Edna to realize that he’s an extraordinarily 
competent psychologist. Why would he go kidnapping 
babies and burning them in liis stove? lie’s surely too intel- 
ligent to do a murder unless he can at least pretend to him- 
self that he’s going to get some advantage out of it or escape 
some danger. He cams a good salary, and he has pretty 
Spartan tastes, so it doesn’t look as if ransom were the 
motive. What else is there ? ’ 

‘Didn’t John Link defeat one of Field’s pet pieces of 
University legislation ? ’ 

‘Yes, but if it hadn’t been John it would have been some- 
body else. Surely Field’s clever enough to realize that. He 
must know the strength of the opposing party.* 

‘You’d think so, certainly. Still, if those really are human 
bones you found in his stove, you must take him seriously. 
Could he have been an accessory?’ 

‘Whose accessory? Syd’s, or the gipsy’s, or the Mysterious 
Foreign Intruder’s ? He doesn’t seem to fit in there, does he ? 
I do wish I’d managed to see the rest of that diary ! Oh, lord ! 
It’s ten to two. I must go and ring up the station and see 
if they’ve got any news. Will you order us some coffee, 
darling?’ 

He was away at the telephone some time, and came back 
in a state of fury and agitation, with his eyebrows drawn 
into a thick black line across his forehead. He flung himself 
into his cl2,air. 
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‘Well ! TheyVe got Syd.* 

‘Have they? And did he do it?* 

Richard lit a cigarette and began to smoke in quick angry 
pufTs. 

‘Who can tell? He says he knows something about the 
kidnapping, but he won’t talk unless they promise to drop 
all the other charges.* 

‘ What other charges ? Ivy ? * 

‘Yes, they broke him down on that by stating my hypo- 
thesis as a known fact. It was right, of course. And the black- 
mailing letter to the Links was proved up to the hilt. He 
can’t deny either of those things. But when they asked about 
the kidnapping, he held out on them. He’s a cool customer. 
He says yes, he knows something, but he won’t tell them 
what he knows unless they drop the other charges. So there’s 
a grand moral conflict raging at the Yard. Justice is justice, 
the guilty must be punished - all that stuff. (I expect 
Parker’s at the bottom of it; you know his high moral tone.) 
They’re going to have another conference about it this after- 
noon. Meanwhile, the baby is probably dying and my case 
is at a standstill. So what?’ 

He stubbed out his unfinished cigarette violently. 

‘So let’s go to The Winte '^ Tale in Durham Garden. I’ve 
got tickets. You won’t hear about the bones till four and you 
haven’t got to be at Mayfield till the evening.’ 

‘Oh, dear ! I should like to. It’d do me a lot of good, too. 
I’m so angry,* I can’t think at all. But we’re watching Field’s 
house, futile though improbably is. I can’t leave Plummer to 
do that while I go off for the afternoon.’ 

‘Talk of angels,’ said Clare. ‘Look, there’s Plummer him- 
self, as large as life and going twice as fast.’ 

‘Where? Quick!’ 

She pointed out of the window. Plummer was just passing 
out of sight, trotting along with his little feet twinkling, and 
pointing like a gun-dog with his rudimentary nose, which he 
held almost as far forward as his stomach. 
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*He must be following Field. Quick 1 1 must go.’ 

‘I’m coming too,’ cried Clare, and darted to follow him. 
The luncheon had been booked to Richard’s hotel account, 
so there walk nothing but the slow-moving public to delay 
them. They dodged in and out between the people, like 
football players or low-Hying bats, and presently caught up 
with Plummer about hall-way down the Turl. 

‘There *e is, sir!’ panted Plummer. ‘Came out into the 
’Igh Street, started down towards the river, saw me, changed 
’is mind, and came up ’ere.’ 

The shambling red-haired figure, a bandage still round 
its forehead, was indeed striding jerkily ahead just in front 
of them. 

‘I wonder where he’s going this time,’ said Richard. 
‘Well, we shall see if we don’t lose him.’ 

Field crossed the Broad and to their surprise joined a 
queue outside Durham. 

‘ Good heavens ! I believe he’s going to The Winter^ s Tale I * 
said Clare. ‘Surely that’s very out of character.’ 

‘It’s very clever,’ said Richard thoughtfully. ‘A crowd is 
the best place to hide and the easiest place to get out of. I 
don’t know how he’s got a ticket. But if we hadn’t got tickets 
too - as thanks to you we have - we couldn’t have got in 
without an awful fuss, which we don’t want, and he could 
have secured some measure of freedom, some chance to get 
away. Even as it is, he’ll need a lot of watching. It’s a big 
scattered crowd. Plummer, just go and make Sure from the 
porter that this is the only way out.’ 

‘That’s right, sir,’ said Plummer, after doing his errand. 
‘All the other gates is shut in the afternoons. The porter says 
I can stay in the lodge and watch, sir, if you want me to. ’E’s 
a friend of mine. Him and me uses the same house.’ 

‘Goes, I mean go, to the same pub,’ whispered Richard, 
seeing Clare’s perplexed look. ‘Yes,’ he went on aloud to 
Plummer. ‘ I think that’s a very gogd idea. You stay here, 
and we’ll go in with Field to tKe play, and keep an eye on 
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him, as luckily we have tickets. (You have got the tickets, 
haven’t you, darling?) I hope our seats won’t be too far 
from his. Perhaps we’d better join the queue.’ 

Shepherding Clare, and not looking at FielS - for the 
great art of not being seen is to take no notice of a possible 
observer - Richard took his place at the end of a long and 
slow-moving queue. 

‘There he is,’ whispered Clare. ‘About fifteen away from 
us. Goodness, he does look ill. Well, aren^t we lucky to be 
getting our play after all?’ 

‘If we do get it,’ he replied. ‘I must say, I hope we shall. 
Shakespeare is just what I need at the moment to clear my 
mind and get it working properly. Have you noticed that 
about Shakespeare ? If you are half thinking and can’t get 
your thoughts clear to yourself, you just read some Shake- 
speare and sooner or later he says exactly what you mean.* 

‘ I know,’ said Clare, nodding wisely. ‘ Like the Bible and 
die Common Law. That’s why they’re all so dangerous.’ 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 

The queue, which strctcl -.d into the college right across 
the quadrangle to the garden entrance, a gate in the far 
right-hand corner, now began to move. Richard’s height 
made it easy for him to keep his man in sight, but also made 
him embarrassingly conspicuous. He stooped down his head 
and went on talking to Clare. 

‘Is it going to be a good performance?* he asked. ‘I’m 
sure you must know all about it, going to so many parties 
and being hand-in-glove with the English school.’ 

‘ I’m not hand-in-glove with the English school any more, 
darling. They gave me a second at the end of last year.* 
‘But aren’t you doing a B.Litt., or something?’ 

‘Good heavens, no! Illiteracy is one thing. B-literacy is 
another, and far worse.’ 
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*1 am sure, dear lady/ said Richard, momentarily be- 
coming Canon Chasuble, 'that you do not deserve so nco- 
logistic a phrase. But that being so, why are you still at 
Oxford ? * 

‘ Tm afraid Fm just having a nice time and reading things 
I’ve always wanted to read. It’s such heaven to have the 
freedom of the place without being chivvied about. In fact, 
I’m becoming almost literate. But you were asking me about 
the play. Darling, it’s going to be too significant for words.’ 

‘Too significant for whose words ? Shakespeare’s ? ’ 

She laughed. ‘Well, that remains to be seen. Egon Toszt’s 
producing it and he’s going to have a quadruple interpreta- 
tion.’ 

‘What on earth is that?’ asked Richard. Then, looking 
up the queue: ‘Oh, dear! Field’s getting in. Give me my 
ticket, quick. Meet you in your seat.’ 

He walked boldly up to the head of the queue and forced 
his way through the garden gate not far behind his quarry, 
whispering the magic word ‘Police’, but causing consider- 
able though subdued indignation behind hhn. Stepping be- 
hind a tree, he watched Field to his seat, and then looked 
about him and took stock of his field of operations. 

Durham garden is laid out more simply and formally than 
any other garden in Oxford. It is a great square lawn, walled 
on the three sides that jut out from the college and fenced 
with an iron paling on the western side, where it adjoins the 
garden quad. Richard saw a man come out of one of the 
staircases in this quadrangle, try the gate in the iron paling, 
and find it locked. The western side, then, was secure. The 
northern side was continuously walled, with a long her- 
baceous border along its entire length; while the wall run- 
ning along the eastern side was broken half-way along by a 
huge wrought-iron grille set into it. Two great croucliing 
black yew trees flanked it, one to each side, and this pattern 
of grille and trees was to form the background for the play. 
A painted cloth hung behind the grille, substituting a 
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Sicilian landscape for the normal view of citizens bicycling 
down Parks Road outside. A good background^ formal yet 
p;3istoral, grand enough for the palace scenes yet natural 
enough for the shepherds ; and the yew trees made excellent 
stage wings. 

It was the south side of the garden alone, on the right- 
hand side of the audience, which might afford opportunity 
for escape ortoncealrnent. In the south-western corner was 
the gate by which they had come in, and quite near it, in 
the southern side, was another gate leading into a little rose 
garden, which, Richard vaguely remembered, in turn led 
into the front quad near the lodge. The rose garden, how- 
ever, though open, was defended ground at present, since 
the players were using it as a retiring-room. This side of the 
garden was the only place where there were trees encroach- 
ing on tlie grass. First there was a sparse line of yews, and 
behind it, nearer to the edge, a lime avenue. Behind this 
again, stood three hives of bees, busily making their famous 
lime-honey, and Richard was amused to see how careful the 
actors were to givc^em a wide berth. There were terrible 
stories of what the bees had done to Durham toughs who 
had been disrespectful to them. No Dean had ever inspired 
such awe. 

On the whole, Richard was pleased with his ground. He 
had had worse places to watch than this enclosed square, 
with its sparsely planted trees and its two guarded entrances ; 
and so far, he had never lost his man. Moving with bent 
head where the crowcf was thickest, he bought a programme 
from a somewhat unmathematical young man, found him- 
self sixpence to the good on the transaction, pointed this out, 
found himself sixpence to the bad, refrained from pointing 
it out, and climbed unobtrusively to his seat, which was in 
the very middle of the audience in a tier raised about five 
feet from the ground. In the no-man’s land below prowled 
displaced xhildreii and college cats. Glare was already 
installed. 
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*Do you see him?’ she said. ‘Bang in front, at the right- 
hand end of the row.’ 

‘I know,’ said Richard disgustedly. ‘What luck! He has 
an easy gctJiway, and we have to push past all these people, 
if he decides not to stay out the show. And 1 can’t tell them 
to stop him at the dooi . He may be a perfectly harmless 
character.’ 

‘Never mind,’ said Clare. ‘Perhaps he is, in which case I 
expect he’ll stay and let us see the play. I hope so. And we’re 
very well hidden here. He can’t possibly spot us from the 
front row. Why, even the actors can’t see us unless we sit up 
like anything ! ’ 

This, and its converse, was unfortunately true, as is so 
often the case in improvised theatres. 

‘Now, tell me,* he said, ‘what’s all this .about a quadruple 
interpretation ? What on earth docs it mean ?’ 

‘Well, you know the play. Leontes of Sicily groundlessly 
suspects his wife Hermione of unfaithfulness with * 

‘Yes, of course I know it. I do read Shakespeare, poor 
bobby though I am. And, anyhow,’ he added with a certain 
loss of dignity, ‘ I did it for School Cert.* 

‘ Sorry, sorry, sorry. In that case the interpretation will be 
as clear as day to you. Well, Leontes is - let me think. 
Theological interpretation first. Leontes is interpreted as 
Adam.’ 

‘Adam who?’ 

‘Just Adam. Adam and Eve, you know.’ 

‘ But why ? ’ 

‘Oh, they always start with Adam.’ 

‘Very sound idea, really. 1 mean, don’t we all ? But why 
Leontes specially ? ’ 

‘Well, partly he’s the origin of Perdita - she’s the unfallen 
Eve, of course. And partly because he talks about the spider 
in the cup. That’s like the Serpent in the Apple, you see.’ 

‘What, in Eden? But the serpent wasn’t in the apple.’ 

‘No, in 9 sense it wasn’t, darling. But we mustn’t press 
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poetic parallels too closely. That’s one of the rules. Well, 
next we come, to the mystical interpretation. According to 
that, he’s Judas Iscariot.’ 

‘Good lord ! How do they make that out?’ 

‘Lcontes himself suggests it quite early on. Though as he 
expresses a hope in the same sentence that his best blood may 
be turned to an infected jelly, perhaps he didn’t mean it so 
seriously as the producer thinks.’ 

‘Oh, Clare, how fantastic!’ said Richard laughingly. ‘Is 
there any more of it ? ’ 

‘Goodness, yes. It’s quadruple, you see. There’s the his- 
torical interpretation, too, where Leontes represents English 
Protestantism.’ 

‘Lord, why?’ 

‘You’ll see,’ she said evasively, ‘if you know any history. 
They’re saying now that Shakespeare was a crypto- 
Catholic. And so it follows that Hermione is Mary Queen of 
Scots, by way of a delicate compliment to her son James I.’ 

‘But that throws an entirely new light on Leontes’ jeal- 
ousy, doesn’t it? I mean, if one’s wife were Mary Queen of 
Scots, any suspicions would be justified. Look at BothwelL’ 

‘ My dear 1 ’ said Clare in a mock-scandalized voice. ‘You 
talk as if Leontes were a rcc . peraon.’ 

‘Well, he is, in the play. Not so real as Autolycus, but 
still--’ 

‘But that’s frightful heresy, talking about Shakespeare 
characters as if they were people. They may sometimes seem 
to be, but that’s just a by-product of genius. The poet had 
far greater things in mind. Besides,’ said Clare, laughing in 
spite of herself, ‘Hermione isn’t only Mary Queen of Scots. 
She’s Shakespeare’** Muse, too.’ 

‘ I say ! This is coming it very strong. Why ? ’ 

‘It’s all part of the personal interpretation. That’s the 
fourth, you know, where Leontes is Shakespeare himself.’ 

‘You don’t say!’ 

‘ No, of course I don’t, but th^ do. It’s one of .jthosc things 
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you have to say. You see, Shakespeare in his period of 
illusion makes an idol of his poetry. But tlie idol comes fto 
life and bursts into glory, and so Shakespeare is saved.’ 
*H’m. And how are they going to get all this across?’ 

‘I can’t imagine, but I’m sure Egon Toszt will be very 
ingenious. We’ll soon sec, in the intervals of watching Field.’ 

She opened her programme and began to study the cast. 
Richard meanwliile was watching a heavy girl in Eliza- 
bethan dress who had run across from tlic rose garden to 
speak to Dr Field. She was smiling and animated, though 
her smile faded slightly during their conversation. Presently 
she made a slight gesture of farewell, and, picking up her 
skirts, ran back to her fellow-actors. 

‘Look, Richard ! ’ said Clare, pointing to her programme. 

* Lady-in- Waiting - Marjory Field. Is she a relation, or just a 
coincidence ? ’ 

‘Relation. Not approved of. I remember now; she came 
into the diar)'. She sent Field his ticket. Look, that must be 
her talking to him now. Poor thing ! She looks as if she found 
it rather discouraging, doesn’t she?’ 

‘ Heavens ! What a lump ! Poor thing ! I hope he hasn’t put 
her off too much. Do you know any other people in the cast ? ’ 
He looked over the programme. ‘Deborah Dingham, of 
course. I’ve often seen her in London. She must be a very 
ripe age by now.’ 

‘Must she? What a pity! She’s playing Hermione. She’s 
the only professional unless you count Leontes. He’s still an 
undergraduate, but he was practically born on the stage, as 
you sec by his name. He’ll be good. But I don’t know about 
the others.’ 

' Upon mine honour,’ murmured Richard half to himself, 
‘the best actors in the world, either for theological, his- 
torical, mystical, personal, mystical-historical, theological- 
personal, thcological-historical-mystical-personal, scene in- 
divisible or poem unlimited. Seneca cannot be too heavy. . . .’ 
‘Hush 1 They’re beginning.’ 
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He stifled his irreverent laughter and sat up. A very snudi 
string orchestra was playing in a very distant potting-shed. 
One could hear a phrase from time to time. A shaky but 
enthusiastic burst of trumpeting sounded from behind one 
of the yew trees, and a second or two later the two splendidly 
dressed trumpeters on the stage lifted their instruments to 
their lips with a guilty start, and puffed out their cheeks. 
But the Noises Off had already downed tools. Now a vivid 
silkep company tripped, strode, or shuffled on to the green- 
sward while the two courtiers exchanged the preliminary 
high courtesies of the first scene. 

‘Look, that’s Leontes,’ whispered Clare, as a man in a 
vermilion wig and beard walked on with more assurance 
than his fellows. ‘The true Judas-colour, you see.’ 

‘And I suppose that’s Hermione,’ Richard whispered 
back; ‘the stout lady with three chins. (You can’t paint 
them out by daylight, can you?) Why does she havefuch an 
arrant canary-coloured wig?’ 

‘ Oh, that’s to show she’s a Muse. Muses always have yel- 
low hair. Robert Graves says so. Haven’t you read 7%c IVAite 
Goddess'i^ 

‘And who’s the boy ? ’ he asked, as an angular child swag- 
gered on as Mamillius. 

‘Oh, that’s Piers Pirley. It always is, every year. I can’t 
think how they keep him so small.’ 

‘Feed him gin, I expect.’ 

‘Nothing hiore probable. Only I expect he orders it for 
himself. He’s a very “progressive child, I believe - calls his 
grand-parents by their Christian names, and so on.’ 

‘Darling, we’re barracking,* said Richard. ‘W''e must 
behave.’ 

‘I know. Suppose everyone did it.’ 

But quite apart from the proprieties, it was now impos- 
sible not to listen ; for Deborah Dingham, past mistress of 
her art (arid also of the Duke of Blankshire), was holding the 
stage as Hermione, and her voice had that authentic tragic 
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rasp which plucks the guts like cello strings, so that every 
word and gesture found its mark, although (presumably to 
indicate Mary Queen of Scots) she spoke with a slight 
French accbnt. Leontes, though he looked like her son (he 
was in fact her great-nephew), supported her adequately, 
and PolLxenes, though inaudible, stood fairly still and 
looked extremely handsome. Richard sighed with pleasure, 
and Clare perched on the edge of her chair, straining to see. 
Hermione walked apart with Polixcnes under the limes* and 
Leontes watched them, choking with jealousy and speaking 
his mad, broken lines to his son. As he talked, he picked an 
apple from one of the yew' trees, having some difficulty with 
the string. Richard and Clare exchanged a glance. 

‘Adam ! ’ they whispered triumphantly. 

Richard was watching Field with half an eye, but he gave 
no trouble at all. He was slumped in his chair and appeared 
to be asleep. I'he old spell began to work on tlic audience, 
who sat very still. A few furtively wept (of whom Richard 
was one) when Hermione swept out to her captivity in a 
glory of sorrowful indignation; while Antigonus, a slender 
swanlike youth in a grey wig, was Icl't to impart whatever 
right-thinking sentiments he could through his woolly grey 
beard. Paulina, his wife, also grey-haired, but with a tiny 
waist and dimples that no make-up could disguise, added 
her fresh little voice in the prison scene which Ibllowed; and 
later, before Leontes, with the baby in her arms, piped her 
poetry of bitter maturity and fighting worldly wisdom. The 
anomalies were unimportant, for the verse was well spoken 
and did its own work. Leontes, moreover, was acting with 
real fire and skill ; and by the end of Act II, when the new- 
born child was carried away by Antigonus to be exposed in 
‘some remote and desert place, quite out of our dominions’, 
the audience was filled with awe and pity. But at this 
moment, of course, the act ended and there was a ten- 
minute interval for triviality to reassert itself. Some of the 
spectators l^ft their chairs and began to walk about the gar- 
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den, but Field did not move, so Richard and Clare kept 
their seats. Shq saw the tears in his eyes, and was silent for 
a little while. Then, having as she tliought given him time 
to recover himself, she spoke. 

‘ I always think the supreme moment in that act is Anti- 
gonus’s prayer to “some powerful spirit” to teach the kites 
and ravens to feed Perdita, don’t you? You know ~ “wolves 
and bears have done like offices of pity.” There’s something 
incredibly moving in that realistic view of nature, so violent 
and cruel, and yet absolutely nothing to Man, when he gets 
going. Like the storm in Lear."^ 

‘Yes,’ said Richard, in an unnaturally bright and objec- 
tive voice. ‘ I wonder if that’s what made Shakespeare think 
of the Bear, a favourite character of mine. Perhaps his first 
idea was to let Perdita be brought up by it.* 

‘The Natural-Historical interpretation, in fact?’ said 
Clare, following his lead. ‘And talking of natural history, that 
book you bought yesterday is a perfect mine. There’s quite 
a lot in there about babies being suckled by wolves. It really 
happens, you know.’ 

‘Like Romulus and Remus?’ Richard was interested and 
spoke in a more natural voice. 

‘Well, yes, I suppose so. C t Mowgli. But I meant actual 
historical examples. Mothers really have left unwanted babies 
in tlie jungle in India, and wolves really have found them 
and brought them up. There are authentic records. But 
they usually efie after about two years.’ 

‘I’m rather surpriscXl that they last as long as that. Is the 
wolves’ milk all right for them?’ 

‘Apparently, yes. Perfectly digestible. It’s when they get 
on to nothing but raw meat that they succumb, poor pop- 
pets. After all, it’s a discouraging substitute for rusks. And 
they get very wolfish in character - bite as soon as look at 
you.’ 

‘Like the chap in Virgil who was suckled by Hyrcanian 
tigers,’ said Richard reflectively. ‘If our baby had to be 
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adopted by an animal, I’d rather it were something more 
humcan. A nice, kind sheep-dog, say. . . . ’ 

*Or a chimpanzee. According to this book, they’re fright- 
fully hum^ and absolutely sweet to their babies.’ 

She broke off with a start, for Richard had made a 
strangled noise and buried his face in his hands. He sat rigid 
in an agony of thought, lost to his surroundings. Clare 
watched him, till he raised his head and looked at her with 
a painful intensity. 

‘Oh, Clare ! Don’t you see? Chimpanzees ! The tibia* s too 
longj the femur's too shorty the jaw's too big for the skull. Clare, I 
believe we’ve got it ! * 

He sprang to his feet and looked eagerly over towards 
Field’s seat. But Field was not in his seat. He was in the 
crowd under the trees, and he was very near the edge, near 
the exit. 

‘ God ! He’s getting away ! Look ! ’ 

Richard pointed a wild denunciatory finger, and just at 
that moment, whether by chance or telepathy, Field turned 
and saw himself pointed at. He broke into a shambling run. 
Richard, yelling ‘Stop that man ! Police ! ’ began to trample 
across the people sitting in his row. Clare followed him, 
apologizing. 

The fugitive psychologist, cutting across a procession of 
guards and courtiers who were marching up the lime avenue 
with careful dignity, cantered past the bee-hives, making 
for the rose garden. But there lie checked for a* moment, as if 
struck by an idea. Then he turned back and pushed them 
over before taking to his heels again. One, two, three, the 
hives toppled to*the ground, and clouds of angry bees 
poured out of them. Some streamed after Field in a long 
dark phalanx, while others more and more unceasingly 
fanned out towards the audience. Confusion spread and 
people ran hither and thither; the bees still exuded in their 
myriads from the fallen hives, and the air was thick with 
their murmurous menace. 
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Richard pulled his jacket over his head, narrowed his 
eyes, and plunged into the cloud of bees. He was stung 
several times, but not as much as he expected, before he 
reached tlie rose garden.' There he found his qflarry out of 
sight and the garden deserted, all the players having fled 
save the Bear, who stood, a huge nightmare figure with 
white fangs and claws and crimson chops, completely en- 
closed in his papier-mache shell, and cried in hollow and 
sepulchral tones from the depths of his disguise : 

‘I say, you chaps, what’s all this? Do let me out ! Some- 
thing’s stung me.’ 

Richard passed the Bear, losing a few dozen bees to that 
unfortunate character, and came out through the other end 
of the rose garden, arriving on the side of the quadrangle 
next to the street and on the same side as the lodge. 

Plummer had been standing in the lodge with his rudi- 
mentary nose dutifully pressed against the window-pane, 
watching the garden gate in the far right-hand comer of the 
quadrangle with devoted attention. But the gate from which 
Field, and later Richard, emerged, so far from being on the 
opposite side of the quadrangle, was on the same side as 
Plummer, and screened from his view by projecting build- 
ings. Field, therefore, came .in unobserved till he passed the 
amazed sergeant almost under the window. Plummer 
uttered a kind of hoarse squeak, spun round and blundered 
out of the lodge bumping against counters and boxes, but he 
was too late? Field was away into the street ; not only into 
the street but into a taxi ; not only into a taxi but into the 
last taxi in the rank. The driver was in his seat. Field waved 
a piece of paper money at him and he drove away up the 
Turl immediately. 

Plummer stood still and scratched his head. His superior 
came past him like a whirlwind. 

‘ The Bestiarick Gardens ! Come there quick, and get help ! ’ 
he cried and made off down Holywell, running strongly. 

* Hi, Geoi^e ! ’ cried Plununer to the porter, who had come 
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out to see what was happening. ^Ring up the p’lice. Tell 
'em to come to the Bestiarick Gardens, quick ! * 

‘Right, Sam,’ said the porter, and went to his telephone. 
Plummer looked desperately round for a means of convey- 
ance, for he knew that he could never run there in time. The 
cars, parked in the roau, were sure to be locked, and there 
was no taxi. Suddenly his eye lit upon an electric invalid 
chair standing outside the vicarage next to the college. He 
stepped into it with a look of relief, switched it on, grasped 
the steering-wheel, and began to move. The chair bumped 
down the kerb into tlie road and Plummer accelerated to 
top speed. He shot over the cross-roads against the traffic 
lights and went buzzing dowm Holywell at what seemed to 
him an awful speed, lurching from side to side in his attempts 
to steer the single w'heel in front, purple in the face, bursting 
buttons and blowing through his moustache. 

Clare, emerging a few minutes after Richard, for she had 
not braved the bees, but gone round the other way, also 
found no transport in tlie Broad, and therefore began to run 
down Hol^'well, as Richard had done, towards the High 
and the river. But after a liundred yards her light steps grew 
slower and she had a stitch in her side. She stopped running. 
Just then, a delivery van slowed up beside her. 

‘ ’Op in, miss, if you’re in a hurry. Where d’you want to 
go?’ 

The Bestiarick Gardens were shut for the week-end, and 
when Richard reached the great gate, he found it locked. 
He thought he could hear the sound of hurrying feet some- 
where inside. He ran his eyes quickly over the gate and wall 
and, deciding that it v/ould be too slow and difficult to climb 
them, he pull^ his revolver out of his pocket and shot twice 
into the heavy lock. It was badly bent and cracked by the 
shot, but it held Arm; so he took the gate in his powerful 
hands and shook and wrenched it with all his strength, till 
at last the ifon buckled and he burst his way in. 
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The gardens were green and peaceful, dappled with the 
shade of theiip exotic trees, calm in the stateliness of their 
straight walks. A peacock spread his tail against a dark bay 
tree ; golden carp flashed in a pool ; petals drifted down like 
summer snowflakes from a flowering tree. Hardly a leaf 
moved in the tranced sunny afternoon air. Richard paused 
and listened. Then he began to run again, shattering the 
silence, scaring the peacock, for he had heard a clamour 
from the ape house the other side of the garden, outside the 
wall. Another iron gate led to it, and this, too, was locked, 
though the lock w^as less massive than the other. He spent 
two more shots from his gun in forcing it, and so won his 
way on to the lawn by the river where the new ape-house 
stood in all the freshness of its architectural atrocity. The 
gorilla, in its outdoor cage, was alternately shaking the bars 
and drumming on its chest as it roared and gnashed its 
teeth in some recent and unexplained alarm. 

The door of the house was shut and would not yield to 
Richard’s shoulder in spite of his weight. He had only two 
more shots in his gun. He fired once and the door held. He 
fired again - his last shot - and it gave and he stood peering 
into the rank-smelling darkness. 

All the apes seemed to be disturbed, for a great sound of 
roaring, gibbering, chattering, rattling, and screaming 
poured from the cages in a babel of insane inarticulate rage 
and fear. Richard shuddered and plunged into the yam- 
mering malodorous rioom. 

At first he was blinded, coming from the sunshine outside, 
but gradually his eyes adjusted themselves and he could sec 
into the various cages, the groups of chimpaiizees and the 
old solitary orang-utan next but one to the end, sitting in 
a corner with his hands over his ears. He loqked for a light 
switch, but there was none, since the lights were worked 
from an office ; so he ran in half-darkness and unarmed to 
the last cage of all, where there was no visible occupant and 
from which no sound came. He tried the door, a^id it yielded 
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at a touch. He went up into the empty cage. At the back of 
it there was a blank, squiire hole, the door of the ape's 
sleeping place. He took his little electric torch from his poc- 
ket, and stuping by the hole, he shone its thin feeble beam 
into the inner chambei. The light fell upon the inexpressive 
eyes of a large female orang-utan which crouched in the 
far comer over some small thing cradled in its arms. Then, 
U'avelling past her, it lit up the prostrate body of Dr Field, 
huddled in an ungainly heap, with blood flowing from his 
head on to the foul straw and muck of the floor. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

Into the dark den he went, by the thin light of the torch. 
He had to stoop, for the ceiling was hardly higher than his 
own shoulders. His first and simplest duty was to rescue Field 
from further injury, but he could not use the torch, since he 
needed both hands to move him. So he switched it off and 
took the man under the arms in the darkness, and began to 
drag liim to the cage and the light. He could hear the ape 
stirring in its comer, but it kept its distance and did not 
attack him. He got his man safely out of the den, and laid 
him in the far side of the cage, alive though unconscious. 
Richard could do no more for him as yet, for another life, 
he felt sure, was at stake, and perhaps a more precious one ; 
so back he went again through the square hole into the dark 
chamber. The thickset beast was still squatting motionless 
and watchful on a low platform in the blackest comer. 

Using his torch again, he went close up to it, trying to see 
what was in its arms. It showed its teeth at him, and stmek 
out with the long nails of its claw-like left hand, while it 
hugged its burden closer with its right arm, turning it away 
from the man with a possessive, protective gesture. But as it 
turned, an alien cry sounded from the depths of its hairy 
armpits and bosom - the thin piercing cry of a young child, 
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unmistakably human although so inarticulate - and Richard 
knew that his .reasoning had been right and that he had 
come to the end of his quest. Immediately he grasped the 
hairy arm, but it tightened over the child aftd the ape 
snapped at his hand. The crying broke off in a strangled 
little choke, and he paused in agonized irresolution. What 
ought he to do? If he wrestled with the ape, the child might 
be crushed in the struggle; indeed it might already be in- 
jured or dead as a result of his first impetuous action. Should 
he go for help? But help, he knew, was on the way; Plum- 
mer and Clare were seeing to that. And it might be still 
more dangerous to leave the child alone now with its mon- 
strous foster-mother. Had he not read somewhere that 
animals would eat their young in moments of danger? He 
bitterly regretted having emptied his revolver. One buUet 
would have solved everything. He decided to stay and 
watch, but it was torture to him not to act ; a fight would be 
far better than this impotent anxiety. Was the child still 
alive? He had heard no sound since the little choking cry. 
He switched off the torch and stood stooping in the dark- 
ness, weighed down by loneliness and indecision and by the 
nightmare quality of his vioril. He had been standing so for 
what seemed an eternity, \^hen a blessed sound from the 
world of every day came to his straining ears; Plununer’s 
slow broad voice calling him : 

* Inspector Ringwood ! Where are you? Where are you, 
sir. It’s me, Summer. Are you all right, sir?* 

‘Here ! ’ cried Richird, risking a shout. The ape muttered 
threateningly at the sound of his voice, and he froze into 
silence again. The dim light of the opening was obscured 
and Plummer came in, saying : 

‘What about Dr Field?* But Richard checked him. 

‘Quiet,* he whispered, and shone his torc^ on the ape. 
'Don*t frighten it.’ He did not dare say more, and hoped 
that Plummer would see the baby and understand. 

But Plummer either misunderstood or disregarded his 
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instructions; he was entirely fascinated by the animal. No 
animal had ever feared him in all hb life and it did not occur 
to him that the ape would fear him now. He went straight 
over to it bV the light of Richard’s torch, hardly needing to 
stoop, and made that half-pitying, half-amused sound so 
often elicited from an English crowd by the sight of an 
animal for which it has a fellow-feeling. 

‘Aow!’ said Plummer, on a long-drawn descending note, 
with a world of protective affection in his voice. ‘Why, it’s 
just a dear old monkey. I won’t frighten you. You’re not 
frightened of me, eh? What you been doing, eh, duck? 
What’s the matter with you? There’s a poor old monk, 
then ! ’ 

The ape peered up at liim with its sad wrinkled face. Sit- 
ting there, it looked like a vcr%' dirty, vciy broad old woman. 
He put out a plump hand, entirely without fear, and stroked 
the coarse scanty liair on its great head. It flinched, but bore 
the caress. Plummer continued to stroke it, and went on 
with his soothing monologue, while Richard stood paralysed 
by apprehensive indecision, not daring to move or speak 
lest the ape should attack the sergeant or crush the baby. 

‘Blessed if you ain’t the image of my old auntie!’ said 
Plummer, with loving admiration. ‘There’a poor old girl, 
then. You feeling lonely, eh? Didn’t you like Saturday 
afternoons, eh? Nobody to feed the poor old monk, eh? 
Never mind, I got something for you. Here you are, duck I 
Cheer up I ’ 

He fumbled in hb pockets and brought out a crumpled 
packet of chocolate and, breaking off a piece, held it out in 
his palm. The animal snatched it timidly with its left hand 
and crammed it into its pouch. Then it looked up hopefully, 
waiting for more. The torch was beginning to fail and its 
light no longer reached across from where Richard stood. 

‘What you got there, eh? A little baby monkey? Aow I’ 
(Again that note of compassionate amusement.) ‘Come on 
now, let’s have a look. I won’t ’urt you, eh ? What you got 
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there? Come on, let’s ’ave a dekko and then I’ll give you 
another bit of choc. There’s a good girl. Gome on, then ! ’ 

He bent closer and closer, stroking its head, but he could 
not see the baby, for it was burrowed deep intd' the thick 
fur, and besides, the light was bad, showing outlines but not 
details. Then suddenly, losing tlie nipple, it wailed again, an 
unmistakably human cry. Plummer had been a father too 
of ten not to recognize the sound, and he suddenly realized 
why he had been brought to this unexpected goal. 

‘ Gawd ! ’ he said - almost a prayer. ‘ Help ! ’ he added - an 
injunction ~ and seized its arms without a moment’s hesita- 
tion, forcing them away from its body to release the child. 
The ape turned savagely and buried its teeth in his upper 
arm. He groaned, but held on. Richard with a kind of joy in 
action at last, after his wretched passivity, sprang forward to 
help him. He got one hand under the jowl and pushed its 
head back. Then, getting a purchase with his knee against 
_ its body, he pulled fiercely with his other hand at the hairy 
right arm that held the baby. It was immensely strong, but 
he and Plummer at last loosened the grip a little and the 
Ijaby began to slide out. Plummer caught it away before it 
fell. 

‘Take it out!* said Richaia between his teeth. ‘Get the 
keeper.’ 

Plummer hurried away, the blood soaking his sleeve, with 
the baby in the crook of his arm. It began to cry again, 
missing the warmth and the milk, and the ape sprang after 
its foster-child just as Summer reached the entrance of the 
den. Richard grabbed it by an arm and a handful of fur and 
hauled it back. Angry and terrified, it turned and attacked 
him ; clinging round his legs with its strong prehensile feet, 
enfolding his body and arms with its long powerful arms, 
biting savagely at his belly and sides with great yellow teeth 
like chisels. Hampered by the low roof, which cramped him 
and gave him no advantage of his height, Richard kept his 
feet with difficulty and struggled vainly to throw the creature 
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off. The hairy limbs seemed to be everywhere at once and to 
cling all about liis body, while the sharp teoth tore and wor- 
ried at his clothing and were already piercing to the flesh 
beneath. Vie got a hand free, and once more seized it by the 
hair of its head, forcing the snapping jaws away from him. 
He stood swaying, his legs and left arm imprisoned in a 
Laocoon coil, and felt the hair beginning to tear away from 
its straining head while it howled with pain and fury. 

At last it got its head free, leaving him with a scanty hand- 
ful of hair. Then it changed its tactics, and, leaving the 
ground, began to climb up his body as if he were a tree, dig- 
ging its long nails into him with every new hold of its hands 
and feet. It came swarming up with appalling speed, and 
now its muzzle was close to his face and it was makingTor 
his head and throat. He could see its eyes glitter, and the 
stench of its breath sickened him, as it closed against his 
whole body from thigh to shoulder, its crushing arms wrap- 
ped roimd his arms and back, its legs wound round his hips 
and thighs, and its horrible, hot, womanish bosom pressed 
like a succuba against his chest. He twisted and turned des- 
perately to avoid the snapping teeth, and strained to free 
his arms, but the long hairy limbs held him like fetters. So he 
flung himself hard to the ground on top of his enemy. It was 
not a long enough fall to knock the creature senseless, but he 
did at least manage to profit by its surprise and work one 
arm free. He grasped it by the throat, squeezing its wind- 
pipe; its grip loosened a little, and he struggfed to his knees, 
and, holding it at arm’s length, begdn to work his way pain- 
fully towards the cage, while its hands clawed at his face and 
neck. 

The baby’s cry was heard again, from a great way off, and 
the ape, with a convulsive wriggle, broke free and swung 
itself off towards the light, using its long arms like crutches. 
Richard hurled himself after it. The cage door was open and 
the beast made straight for it. It was almost through when 
Richard caught it by the foot and began to drag it back. It 
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Struggled powerfully, but Richard put forth all his strength 
and at length njianaged to slam the cage door. The spring 
lock clicked, and Richard saw in a hasty glance that he had 
shut himself in, for the cage could only be opened from the 
outside. Nevertheless, it was without real regret that he 
turned to face the creature again, for the battle was in his 
blood now, and his one desire was to win ; indeed, he had 
forgotten why he was fighting. His enemy crouched, with its 
long arms swinging, a couple of yards away from him. It 
was making a great clamour of rage and distress. Richard 
had heard very much the same sounds from drunken 
criminals in street fights, but this vituperation was worse, for 
it was uncannily wordless and yet uncannily human. Hatred 
and fear, moreover, were written on its face as on the face of 
a man. Only its eyes were the unfathomable eyes of a beast, 
and this proved to be Richard’s undoing; for it looked so 
human that he instinctively adopted human tactics of fight- 
ing with it. He watched its eyes, as a boxer or a fencer 
watches the eyes of his opponent; for the eyes will give 
warning of a move a split second before the move is made. 
But the eyes of an ape are not to be read like the eyes of a 
man, so Richard was taken by surprise when it attacked 
him for the third time, sprL.ging upwards at his face and 
shoulders. 

This time at least the light and his size were in his favour, 
and he could move and think more quickly than his adver- 
sary. Although he did not have time to dodge the spring- 
ing beast, he was able^o grasp it by the arms and thrust it 
away before it got to close quarters with him. So holding it 
away from him, though it snapped at his wrists, he whirled 
it round and thrust it against the bars which divided its Cj|ge 
from the next one. Pinning it with one knee against its MSr- 
ribly feminine chest, he slid down his hands*to its wrists. 
Then, holding each wrist, he forced its arms wide apart, 
stretched his fingers and succeeded in grasping a bar behind 
cither wrist, and so held wrist and bar together. This gave 
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him a means of holding it pinned, provided his hands and 
arms would bear the strain. And so he pipned it, spread- 
eagled to the side of the cage, and stood the full length of his 
arms awaf*. It lashed out with its feet, clawing at his legs and 
ripping his trousers, b'lt he held it fast, not caring for lesser 
wounds so long as he was out of range of its teeth. He felt he 
had won, for he believed that he could hold it thus for five 
minutes, and surely help would have come by then. Aching 
and in danger as he was, he was filled with the joy of victory. 

But then he raised his eyes and looked through into the 
other cage, where tlie old male orang-utan was kept. It 
was no longer sitting in its corner, but standing on the other 
side of the bars quite close to him, roused by the cries of its 
mate. It stood watching for a while; but at last, after a 
particularly frenzied struggle on the part of the female, it 
suddenly leaned forward and bit Richard’s hand to the 
bone. He lost his grip, and the female got free and closed 
with him instantly. Over its shoulder as it came he saw the 
door of tiie end of the house open to the sunlight, and he 
heard Clare’s voice calling his name. Then the ape bit into 
his neck just alx)vc the collar-bone; he felt the warm blood 
trickle over his chest, lost his footing, fell heavily backwards, 
and lay unconscious where he fell. 

It was less than five minutes ago that Plummer, wuth the 
baby in his arms, had rushed out for help. He met Clare half- 
way across the main garden. She took the child from him 
and they ran off in different direcJiions shouting for the 
keeper. Plummer found him and explained confusedly. The 
keeper ran for a gun and caught up the other two at the 
cage, where the ape was crouching motionless over the pros- 
trate bodies. The keeper, with angry words and upraised 
hand, drove \t back into its den, and then crossing the cage 
after it, released a steel shutter from above, which fell across 
the opening with a clang and shut the anim^ in. 

Then they looked at the victims. Plummer pronounced 
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that the Inspector wasn’t so bad but that Doctor Field 
looked awful. would be better not to move them till help 
came from the police station. They had not long to wait. An 
inspector and a constable soon arrived in a ca^ and they 
telephoned at once for an ambulance. Meanwhile Richard 
and Field were carried out of the cage and laid on the grass 
outside the ape-house. Presently two ambulance men came 
into sight. They had left their vehicle outside the main gates, 
but brought a stretcher across the space of the garden. Field, 
as the more serious case, was taken first. They had loaded 
him on to the stretcher and were carrying him off when the 
policemen, who were going to go with him, were distracted. 
Richard was returning to consciousness and trying to speak. 
They all bent over him eagerly, Clare nearest. 

‘Oh.,.. Hullo, darling!’ His utterance was weak and 
confused. ‘Where . . . oh, good I You’ve got the baby.’ Then 
he began to remember, ‘Where’s that ape?’ 

‘Shut up, sir, quite safe,’ said Plummer. ‘Don’t you 
worry.’ 

Richard raised himself on one elbow, and his voice took 
on the rasp of command. 

‘Listen I We’ve got the baby. Clare, will you take it back? 
But I’ve no proof Field di • it. There is a proof, the second 
volume of Field’s diary. I saw the first volume in his desk 
this morning. The second volume must be found at once. It’ll 
be in his house somewhere, if he hasn’t got it on him. Get it 
at once, d’yoft hear? It's vital." 

His voice grew faAiter and he spoke with increasing 
agitation. 

‘There must be a second volume, there must be,... And I 
say, look after that maid - don’t leave her alone.’ 

Then speech failed him and he fell back and fainted. 

Plummer did his best to explain, but he haft never been a 
lucid expositor and the pain of his bleeding arm did not 
help matters. Precious time was wasted in talk, and the am- 
bulance men had returned all the way across th«* garden 
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with a second stretcher before the Oxford policemen felt 
themselves in a position to act. Finally, they decided that 
^ohe of them should accompany Field to hospital, where he 
could be more safely searched, while the other began to go 
through the house in Kybald Street. Clare meanwhile was 
to take the child back io its parents. They set off across the 
gardens in a body, following Richard’s stretcher, and were 
about to part outside the gate when a cry from the ambul- 
ance men stopped them. ‘ He’s gone ! ’ 

It was true. Field had disappeared. 

It looked as if he must have been removed by some accom- 
plice, considering how ill he was ; though one of the ambul- 
ance men did mention that he had seemed stiff to carry, not 
limp like an unconscious man. But how had he been got 
away so quickly, so in the nick of time ? Plummer suddenly 
gave a hoarse cry. 

•Look ! The taxi ! The one he came down in ! There it is,, 
just turning up into Long Wall.’ 

‘Come on !’ shouted the Oxford inspector, jumping into 
the police car. ‘You, Badger, and Plummer. We’ll follow it. 
You, take the inspector up to hospital, don’t wait.’ 

‘I’ll be up there as soon as I’ve taken the baby back,’ 
said Clare to the ambulance men, and w'cnt her way. 

The taxi proved unexpectedly diflicult to catch. T t showed 
a wonderful turn of speed, and its driver kndw all the side 
roads and dodged out through the sftiburbs to the north of 
the city, leading them a fine dance. They could not see in- 
side it from behind, though now and then a pair of eyes 
peeped out of the back window. The behaviour of the taxi 
left them in no doubt that it was in flight from them, and 
they hung oA grimly round every twist and turn though 
they did not catch it up. Presently, coming out into more 
open country, they reached an important cross-roads with a 
roundabout in the middle, a low grassy mound with a glass 
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sentry-box upon it, where a man in uniform stood watching 
the trajffic. The, taxi went round it on the left. But it did not 
take the road to north, east or west as they expected. It simply 
circled the roundabout at high speed, round %nd roimd 
while the man in the sentry-box spun round and round like 
a mechanical toy watching it. Seven times it made the circle, 
with the police car in hot pursuit, and seven times the be- 
wildered man spun in concert. Then it shot off along the 
eastern arm for some two hundred yards and pulled up sud- 
denly under the sign of a roadside pub. As the police car 
drew up beside it, two tall young men clambered out, leaving 
it empty. The fairer of the two said, with a disarming smile : 

‘Sorry we couldn’t give you more of a run. Trouble was, 
we got thirsty, didn’t we, Francis? Better luck next time.* 

The inspector at last found his voice. 

‘You - you - you again ! You’re — ’ 

‘Bevan. Just, though I hate to say it, like the cabinet 
minister.’ 

Clare, as she stood before the Links’ front door, with the 
baby in her arms, was feeling, despite her own weariness 
and her anxiety for Richard, the pleasurable sensation of one 
who comes with good nt j - of a comforter, a welcome 
visitor, a kind of vicarious saviour. She rang the bell with a 
certain lifting of the heart, conscious that the Richard-Clare 
combine had indeed brought home the bacon; her face 
glowed and ^le was suffused with goodwill. 

It was John Link Who opened the door. He gave one look 
at Clare and the baby, and then shouted, in a curiously shrill 
and broken voice : 

‘ Pettie ! Here ! Quick ! ’ 

His wife came out, her small dark face strained with 
apprehension. Then she, too, saw the baby in Clare’s arms, 
and Clarets radiant smile, and she came quickly down the 
steps and almost snatched the baby from her without a 
word, parting the covering, gazing at her child as if she 
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could not believe her own eyes. It was to her husband that 

slie spoki*. 

• It’s PcrditLi ! We’ve got Jicr hack ! Oh, John, I do hope 
she's all fight. How dirty she is! And where are her 
clothes?* 

‘She hadn’t any when we found her,* said Clare, ‘so I 
wrapped her up in rny jacket. Ricliard “ - * 

‘Couldn’t you find a woolly? I tlo huj)C she won’t have 
caught cold.’ She continued to peer at the hahy, who now, 
thoroughly roused and smelling its mother’s milk, began to 
cr\' and to weave about with its head, searching for die 
breast. 

‘She s hungry,’ said Perpetua to Glare, not looking at her. 

‘ I must feed her at once - do you mind ? - and get her clean 
and properly wrapped up. My husband will deal with any 
formalities. Will that be all right?’ 

‘Of course,’ said Clare, feeling deflated. ‘Can I be of any 
help to you ? ’ 

‘Oh, no! No, thank you. I always do everything for her 
myself.’ She cl.isped the baby tighter to her, with a defen- 
sive look, and went up the stairs, calling over her shoulder: 
‘John ! Ring up the doctor at once, will you ?’ 

Clare and the somewhat embarnussed lather were left 
facing each other on the doorstep. 

‘Is there anything I ought to do?’ he asked with a lame 
formality. ‘Anything to sign, or anything?* 

‘I don’t think so,’ said Glare. ‘If there is, it’s no business 
of mine. The police will see to it. They a.sked me to say 
that they’re sending a doctor along at once to look at the 
baby.’ 

‘Oh, I think we’ll get our own doctor, thank you very 
much all the same,’ he replied. ‘We have a child-specialist 
for her. G.P.s are so seldom competent pediatricians. I’ll 
ring him up at once.’ 

He turned to go, and then hesitated again as Clare still 
stood therei 
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‘Don’t you want to hear how we found her ? ’ asked Clare, 
feeling that even^if he took her for granted as a functionary, 
he might at least have a normal curiosity about the pattern 
of events. 

■ ‘Well, yes, of course,’ he said, with a constrained smile. 
‘Another time we should be most interested, naturally. But 
perhaps not just now, if you don’t mind. She’s safe, that’s the 
main thing. Do forgive me for not asking you in at present. 
I’m sure you’ll understand. We shall look forward to seeing 
you later. Excuse me, I really must go and ring up the doc- 
tor. Good-bye, and thank you so much. Please thank 
Richard too.* 

Leaving the door open, he disappeared into the back of 
the house, from w'hencc he could be heard telephoning. 

‘ Welir thought Clare bitterly. ‘Of all the — ! I suppose 
they think people like Richard are simply laid on out of the 
rates and taxes, like dustmen. And, oh, dear, blast them, 
they’ve got my jacket. Shall I ring and ask for it? No, I*m 
damned if I will. It’s quite unwearablc now, anyway, and I 
must get back to Richard.’ 

She turned angrily and began to walk up Merton Street. 
It was then, and only then, that she saw Doctor Field. He 
was half-lying, hali-sitting on vhe pavement, half-way down 
the street, propped against the wall of a house. By his side, 
let into the pavement, was a barred grating of the sort that 
leads to a cellar window. But one could not see what was 
beneath this grating, for it had been blocked by a board 
fixed immediately unofer its bars. (The cellar was perhaps 
disused, and the board may have been put there to stop 
rubbish getting through into the hole below.) Nevertheless, 
Field seemed to he trying to do something to the grating. 
His back was turned, and Clare crept up behind him un- 
observed. Field, she saw', held a small thin notebook in his 
hand, and was trying to push it through the bars of the grat- 
ing, clumsily, blindly, feeling for another place each time 
the notebook was impeded by the board and could be 
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pushed down no farther. As he groped and poked, he talked 
to himself in a toneless voice like a sleep-walker. 

‘They won’t think of looking here. These gratings are a 
disgrace f I always said so. Tripping people up and harbour- 
ing rubbish. Fd like to pull the whole street down. Un- 
hygienic and inconvenient. I can’t see. Did I take off my bi- 
focals? I can’t remember. There’s something the matter 
with these bars. I can’t feel the cliinks. I wish I could sec. 
But it’s too far off. Better not stoop. Field. You’d never get 
up again. You know that. Patience and accuracy, patience 
and accuracy, that’s what sees the experiment through.’ 

He tried again - the fourth attempt since Glare had been 
watching him - to push the notebook between the blocked 
bars. This time it bent, and slid under them horizontally, 
till it lay flat under the bars on the board below them. But 
Field evidently thought it had dropped right down. He 
sighed with relief, and dragged himself painfully away from 
the grating and into the gutter. He could not see Clare, 
standing motionless, hardly six feet away ; his sore, short- 
sighted eyes were even dinruncr than they had been before; 
yet there was something like triumph in his look. He began 
to declaim, like a man reading aloud. 

‘Doctor Field is always conscious of acting in the best 
interests of the human race. Doctor Field . . . Doctor Field . . .’ 
He faltered, and spoke in a fainter, more natural voice. 
‘You’ll never get up, Field.’ 

She was not in time to catch him as he c5llapsed. Blood 
was oozing out of his ears and hef' was breathing with a 
dreadful sound of strife and pain. Clare knocked at the 
nearest house for help to move him to a safer position and 
to get an ambulance. Then, waiting beside him, she drew 
out the little notebook from under the bars. It was the 
second voluihe of the diary. 


230 



SATURDAY 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

The passages of the diary eventually incorporated in 
Richard’s official report ran as follows : 

Learned to-day at Best. Gdns. that Pong. Pyg.? preg.^ 
Event expected in abt. 3 wks. Intend keeping under close ob- 
servation with view to seeing how far mat. instinct & posses- 
siveness can be reduced by pre- & antenatal conditionings 
Starting in to-day. Keeper unhelpful, sentimental & sloppy, 
lacking in Sci. Spirit. Mem. Arrange to go during lunch- 
hour & after closing time (5.30). Will mean changing own 
meal times & acidosis will prob. recur but have never spared 
myself in Cause of Sci. & do not intend to commence 
now. 

May 2Hrf.'Visited Pong. Pyg. $ in lunch-hour with i lb. 
grapes (1/4). Mem. 1. Keep note of expenses. Is quite active 
& intelligent specimen but diff. to follow thought-stream 
/. diff. to condition. Tried it with small toy monkey (10/6) 
but does not seem to anticipate own maternity. Yet is cap- 
able of crude symbolism, e.g. interested in picture books. 
Mem. 2. Get life-like picture of young Pong. Pyg. See 
Mem. I. Responds modci-ately to endearments. Must try 
to fix up daily visits. 

May yd. Pong. Pyg. i p.m. Nothing to report. {A similar 
visit is reported every day from now onwards.) 

May 6 th. Pong. Pyg. has taken violent dislike to my glasses. 
A problem, as if removed I cannot observe so accurately. 
Dislikes a prolonged stare in any case. Mem. i. Find out 
from keeper if poss. why. Painful incident in past w. spec- 
tacled man? Dislike due to association? Transference 
shaping up quite satisfactorily otherwise. Shows pleasure 
when I arrive. Mem. 2. Grapes 11 id. 

^ PongQ Pygmaeus is one of the two scientific names for the orang- 
utan. The other, Simla Satyricus, probably repelled him on account 
of its shocking classical associations. (The symbol $ means female.) 
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Alay 12th, Shall in future refer to Pong. Pyg. $ as Emme- 
line, that being its silly name, as may have to record later 
experiments on other Pong. Pygs. Still dislikes my glasses 
and keeper unhelpful - cannot or will not throw light on 
any poss. reason in ;iast life-liistory. Shall have to remove 
them during visits. Inconvenient, but can just see her if I 
keep suflficiently close. Mem. Tell Edna to spray my suit 
with D.D/r. Fear parasites. Keeper however denies pre- 
sence of. Emmeline sliows no interest in picture of young 
pong, pyg., and appears unaware of own pregnancy, despite 
noticeable development of lactatory organs. Mem. Perh. 
this is just as well. Cd. not conditioning reduce unnecessary 
excitement in liuman female? Birth cd. then be regarded as 
short isolated incident, and early redirection of child to 
crfeche would be accepted without tension, thus improving 
economic output and civic spirit of female. Write this up 
to-mor^o^v for Drawer 3. 

Aiqy 13/A. Emmeline still nervous when am in close prox- 
imity, even without glasses. Poss. due to my movements wh. 
are I confess apt to be clumsy and nervous due to lack of 
proper early training. Perh. not too late now ? Ought to try 
eurhythmies. But risk of sneers if it got about, damaging not 
only to self but to Cause of Science. Might ask M. about 
possibilities. Have heard eurhythmy produces amazing 
results. 

A blanks followed by Field's account of his injury and Costard* s 
remarks in Hall. 

May 22nd. Emm. distinctly non-cooperative. Am trying 
her with simple constructive toys (lent by special school) but 
so far she will only take apart completed structure. Shall 
try to build up other interests before birth to get parallelism 
with my plan^for human mothers (see Planned Society^ ch. iv), 
in order to minimize tension due to subsequent separation. 
Wish her interests cd. be widened. At present she seems to 
care for nothing but food and endearments. Latter waste 
much valu;ible time but am sure they are essential part of 
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treatment. (Cf. my domestic arrangements - a real paral- 
lelism with Edr^ here.) Find the physical contact trying, 
esp. having hair searched for non-existent fleas, but keeper 
says it is expected by all pong. pygs. and a mafk of con- 
fidence and intimacy. 

June 2 nd. Emm. has safely produced young Pong Pyg. $. 
They advise against - i.e. are determined to prevent - my 
visiting her for at least 5 days. Shall then visit daily for 
I week in order to regain her confidence in new circs. Might 
then attempt to separate her from young for about 5 minutes 
daily, gradually extending period, meanwhile reawakening 
her prenatal interests. Am rather glad to have bit of breath- 
ing-time, as University is to vote on my proposal for Experi- 
mental Material this week, and tho’ I do not anticipate 
trouble must make sure sulRcient numbers of progressives 
attend to vote. Am having notices cyclostyled & am cir- 
culating widely. Think this more above board, also less time- 
wasting, than personal canvassing wh. is no doubt going on 
among reactionaries, whose methods I consider cowardly & 
underhand. They /latter the ego of others in order to prop up their 
own. Mem. Copy this useful phrase for Drawer 4. 

June 4/A. Voluntary experiments before Con. to-day. Out- 
voted. Owe this to J. L. Tiiought he was progressive as had 
seemed sincerely interested in my experiments in B.G. 
Realize now he was just showing off his south-country man- 
ners - smile in face, stab in back. Will be difficult to undo 
effects of his smarmy rhetoric- But will get even. Must 
take lessons in pub. speaking. But where? Do not want to 
risk more cheap sneers, and it might get about. Might ask 
Marjory, who is wasting her time and scholaisliip in amateur 
play-acting. Mem. Ask her to tea. 

June 5/A. Still feel v. discouraged after yesterday. Experi- 
ments on the higher anthropoids not ’*vithout value, but 
difficulties of communication v. great. Undergraduates wd. 
have been quicker & more co-operative. Had even hoped 
J. L. might volunteer himself but has evidently been two- 
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faced all along & merely making a show of Sci. Spirit wh. 
he is really devoid of. My acidosis v. bad 2\gain and fear my 
depression has affected Edna as her cooking has deteriorated. 
MUST NcfT GIVE WAY. This is only first setback, & Oxford 
is known to be ceiling of selfish individualistic viewpoint. 
Am looking forward to Bangor next wk., as feel in great need 
of support from like-minded, forward-looking people. Col- 
leagues here good in own fields but narrow in outlook, and 
their policy is too influenced by personal factors. 

Provost told me yesterday that he ‘sympathized with my 
disappointment.* Told him straight out that what the Cause 
of Sci. needed was hard work, not sofl soap. That silenced 
liim. Mem. Rather neat. Copy for Drawer 4. Shall not go 
into Hall. Flatulence too bad & colleagues .either insincere 
or openly hostile. 

June gth. Visit to Emmeline. Is v. shy & inclined to bite. 
MEM. Wear gloves to-morrow. Shall have a job to carry out 
my programme & must proceed v. cautiously. Keeper is if 
anything even more unhelpful than before, & seems to 
positively encourage Emm.’s obsessive interest in young. Has 
put her in end cage & railed it oif against visitors. This may 
invalidate experiment as outside interests essential. She 
growls when stroked. Alarming but must persevere. She 
keeps to dark inner chamber. 

June 12th. Managed to lure Emm. into outer cage to-day 
by means of banana. Much more convenient to me & real 
advance psychologically. I do not feel v. ftappy in inner 
chamber - too dark, and light caA only be turned on at 
main & /. impracticable. Need all light I can get, as diff. to 
see without glasses. She let me stroke her but withheld 
young. 

June 15/A. Have obtained bottle of ‘Teething Syrup’ (1/9) 
which shall try on young Pong. Pyg. to-morrow. Mem. 
Copy out formula. 

June 16/A. Teething syrup, offered on finger, great success. 
Young Pong. Pyg. appeared to fancy it. Mother meanwhile 
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busy w. banana. (Mem. Bananas not to be entered on ex- 
•pense account, ^as strictly reserved for children, but feel it is 
justifiable to obtain them in circs.) Emm. seemed pleased at 
young Pong. Pyg.’s gurgles etc. over syrup. Hcpe she will 
allow me to hold it soon. Keeper will not allow me to intro- 
duce male Pong. Pyg. (the father) into cage. A pity as re- 
sults might be good. But if there were trouble, shd. not fancy 
facing two angry Pong. Pygs. so perh. just as well from per- 
sonal angle, which’ I must however try to eradicate. Sci. 
Spirit shd. cast out fear. cf. Darwin, Galileo etc. Also must 
AND WILL prove Link & Co wrong. 

June I 7/A. 9 fl.m. Solemnly record my firm resolution to 
temporarily remove young Pong. Pyg. from mother to-day. 

12 noon. College meeting 10 this morning. J. L. acted de- 
ceitfully. Pretended to be on my side but abstained from 
voting. Clear type of regressive, unable to make up mind 
a time-saver. Shd. be removed from present responsible 
position. My duty to point this out in right quarters. But 
how? 

2 p.m. Long session with Enun. Syrup, bananas, toys etc. 
Seemed amenable and interested but I was unfortunately in 
state of personal tension (due I know to factors in early life 
but ought to have sublim •ted them by now) and suffered 
from nervous hiccoughs, acidosis etc. Had to give up, but 
will obtain pineapple and make another attempt after clos- 
ing time this evng. Am suffering from irrational emotions of 
guilt and distress despite informed self-analysis. Wish I had 
been in position to afibrd Bumpf analysis offered in 1922, as 
he cd. have helped me deal w. this recurrent phenomenon. 
But WILL succeed to-night. My last chance as I lecture at 
King’s Coll. London this evng. & have to start for- Bangor 
Sat. aft., & have not completed writing up paper for latter. 
Excelsior. 

{The following long entry is in a very shaky hand,) 

7.30 p^m, {in train). Do not know how I can go on with 
this account. But must externalize, otherwise am in danger 
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of developing psychosis. May have done so already. Objec- 
tion ~ suppose this diary found by someone ? v. unlikely, in 
any case acted for best on long view, wd. stand by my action 
if forced to do so by circs. Mem. Keep in Drawer i locked, 
or (better) find hiding place. Should I not write my account 
till home again ? But better to do while details clear. Also 
will relieve tension & leave mind clear to lecture to-night. 
Must keep account objective. Glad carriage is empty, tho* 
I St class really against my principles. 

A blank of two Lines follows, Then^ in a firmer hand: 

Final Stage of Experiment to Ascertain De- 
gree OF Maternal Attachment in Pong. 
Pyg. ? 

At 5 p.m. on June 17th Dr Victor Field visited Pong. 
Pyg. 5 Emmeline with view of removing young for first time 
for a short period. He intended to lengthen this period day 
by day to facilitate weaning and complete removal at 
earliest poss. date. He had subjected her to i month’s pre- 
natal conditioning & had resumed treatment on June 9th, 
parturition having taken place on June ist. Dr Field had 
broken down emotional resistance and encouraged external 
interests. The young animal had been conditioned to expect 
& enjoy a preparation known as Blogg’s Gripe-Water, a 
compound of sugar, dill and ol. menth. There was /. hope 
that it cd. be removed in contented condition. 

At 5 p.m. Emm. was becoming drowsy, as the Pong. Pyg. 
like other primates sleeps for 12 hours due tb tropical 12- 
hour night. Dr Field tempted her inlo cage by means of a 
banana, leaving cage door ajar and placing himself directly 
in front of it. He then offered Emm. a small pineapple, a 
fruit requiring use of both hands due to prickly outer integu- 
ment. Both hands were used, & young pong. pyg. clung to 
fur. Dr F. rajSidly detached young Pong Pyg. from mother 
and withdrew from cage, slamming door. Mother evinced 
excitement and distress, shook bars, etc. Young p.p. also 
emitted cries prob. indicating discomfort. Dr F. attempted 
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to soothe it with gfripe-water in order to leave mother in 
state of non-anxjety. But was wearing gloves, /. g.w. could 
not be offered on finger-tip. Gave it from bottle. An excessive 
quantity was taken & young p.p. choked violently & shortly 
after died, prob. due to asphyxiation. 

Other inmates of ape-house now v. noisy. Dr Field, un- 
willing to attract attention in these difficult circumstances, 
which some might have found overwhelming^ withdrew immedi- 
ately from the gardens, first concealing cadaver of young 
pong. pyg. under adjacent bush. He realized immediately 
that it was vital to conceal this death, in interests of Sci., as 
otherwise liberty for future experiments would be endan- 
gered. But for this, he would have accepted consequences of 
accident fearlessly. 

On way home, however, a solution suggested itself, while 
passing pram containing new-born human infant in empty 
street. Dr F. decided to secretly transfer this infant to pong, 
pyg. as substitute till new-born p.p. cd. be secured and sub- 
stituted. Reasons for this step : 

1. Immediate discovery of accident wd. be avoided. 

2. Unprecedented opportunity was given for entirely new 
experimental work to estiblish essential common psych, 
features of Man and Higher Anthropoids. Query : could even 
train anthropoids for creche work in Planned Society, perh. 
even use as wet nurses. Mem. Ask progressive biologist if 
milk always suitable. 

3. Infant in question was child of parents who were 
reactionary & had afready hampered important experi- 
mental work, and 

(fl) Was unlikely to grow up useful citizen. Possible death 
not much loss. 

{b) By using it Dr Field justly punished the obstruction- 
ism of its father. 

4. The infant was healthy and extremely ape-like in 
appearance. 

Dr Field therefore transferred infant to Bestiaiick Gdns 
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under his jacket. (No one in Gdns.) He undressed and rub* 
bed it all over with cadaver of young pong. pyg. to give it 
approximately similar odour, & gave it gripe*water on 
finger to Soothe cries. Offered it to mother and was severely 
bitten in process, but infant clung to fur, foimd breast, & 
began to feed. Emm. appeared appeased and withdrew to 
chamber nuzzling it. Dr Field left the ape-house, picking up 
cadaver and clothes, both of which he destroyed at home. 
He then left Oxford to carry out his important duties in 
London, and will report on the further progress of his ex- 
periment on his return. 

N.B. Dr Field has no feelings of guilt or distress. If he had, 
he wd. discoimt them as irrational & unworthy of a true 
scientist, as he is conscious of acting always in the best 
interests of the human race despite all obstructionism. 



Epilogue 


The Sunday morning sunshine was streaming on to 
Richard’s bed next day as he lay in the Boreal Nursing 
Home - an institution in the northern suburbs to which he 
had been taken the previous evening, the hospital being full 
up. He had seen the diary before he went to sleep. His friend, 
Andrew Thorne, had by then arrived from Liverpool to hear 
of the triumph. Now, with his case completed and Glare and 
Andrew sitting beside him, Richard’s cup of pleasure was 
full. 

‘ I still don’t see how you solved it, though,’ said Clare. ‘I 
know the diary proves it up to the hilt, but I don’t see how 
you got that fitr. After all, you knew what had happened 
before the diary was actually found, didn’t you?’ 

‘The gipsy told us the whole thing, really, as your 
analysis shows. Look, Andrew! How’s that for a first 
attempt in detection ?’ 

He pointed to a page in his notebook covered in Clare’s 
delicate italic. 

‘ There^s danger there i,owed away ... away from the whiU 

breast to the dark ...the stink ...she lacks her own. . . . What is lost 
will be found ...a single loss, a double find . . . one for you and one 
for another. ...No man keeps it from you. ...It will be the same if 
you find it to^ahy or to-morrow or the day after. 

‘Two possible incAiiings,’ Clare’s note continued, ‘(i) 
There is danger (for the child) there, stowed away from the 
(its mother’s) white breast to the dark (of the grave). She 
(the bereaved gipsy) lacks her own ? The stink (of the dead) ! 
A single loss (Perdita) a double find (two bodies). Out of 
man’s keeping, etc. 

‘ (2) There’s danger there, snatched away from the white 
breast (of its mother) to the dark breast of somebody else ? 
A gipsy? She (Perdita) lacks her own (mother) ? The stink, 

239 


THE MISSING LINK 


the Stink (unexplained). A single loss, a double find (will be 
made by R. Ringwood - i.c. his friend Andrew and the baby. 
So cheer up!) Out of man’s keeping (but in keeping of 
woman - ife. foster-mother who will be trustworthy for at 
least three days. Is tlJs a hint for a large bribe and a sur- 
reptitious return? Anyhow, look for dark foster-mothers, 
possibly smelly ones).’ 

‘Well, there you are, you .see,’ said Richard, with far 
greater pride than he had yet shown. ‘Clare gave me the 
idea of a foster-mother. Your coming back so appositely 
made me take all the prophecy stud* more seriously.’ 

‘Still,’ said Clare, ‘there must be a lot oi‘ foster-mothers 
with a dark breast and (possibly) a nasty smell.* 

‘None with such a nasty smell as that blasted ape Em- 
meline,’ said Richard, feelingly. 

‘ Ugh ! ’ said Clare, with a shudder. ‘ Still, I don't see what 
got you within smelling distance of her in the first place.’ 

‘Well, I was in the Bestiarick Ciardens on Friday,’ said 
Richard. ‘And there I heard - though I didn’t really take it 
in at the time - that the female orang-utan Emmeline — ’ 
‘Pong. Pyg.’ Andrew cluickled. 

‘All right, Pong. Pyg. had just had a baby. And the keeper 
said she was sulky and put it down to her being interfered 
witlvby these University scientists. 1 didn’t think it had any- 
tl^l^ to do with the case. I just remembered it in that silly 
li^ay one does remember odd details of casual conversation.’ 

•So then?* said Andrew, leaning forward in his favourite 
attitude wit]h|Hriiands on his knees. 

‘So then tqVnext morning Plummer - may his shadow 
never growjkfss - found that set of bones in Field’s stove.* 

‘ That set ? ’ said Clare. ‘ But I thought there were two sets ? 
I thought the sizes were incompatible?’ 

‘Work it out, darling. Two long arms, two short legs, one 
small skull, one large jaw bone — ’ 

‘OA.'* cried Clare. ‘Of course \ The baby orang-utan! 
Like it said^in Field’s diary.* 
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*Ycs, and like it said in Professor Tarns’ letter to me, 
which ‘they sei^t up this morning. He was quite positive, 
which so great a man hardly ever is.’ 

‘Then when did you see the whole thing? Wllfen did you 
solve it completely?’ 

‘Well, at lunch-time yesterday I had that sort of odd un- 
comfortable feeling one gets sometimes - you know what I 
mean ? - that all the pieces were there if I could only fit them 
together. But they didn’t really come together till I’d stopped 
worrying about them and began worrying about the tragedy 
in the first act of the play. The moment I’d begun to feel 
that notliing mattered except saving Hermionc. Bang ! They 
jumped together by themselves. Mental clearness produced 
by dramatic catharsis, in fact. A valuable treatment for 
detectives. And Clare as usual spoke the operative word.’ 

‘What was that?’ asked Andrew with interest. 

‘Chimpanzees.’ 

‘ How did you get to that from Shakespeare ? ’ 

‘By way of Perdita - Perdita, you see! Wasn’t that fan- 
tastic? “Bears and wolves have done Like offices of pity.” 
Well, perhaps it was partly Clare and partly Shakespeare. 
The one couldn’t, in any ^ase, effectively exist without the 
other.’ 

‘Don’t talk like a Charles Williams character,’ said Clare 
crisply. ‘Show some litcrar)'' tact! Is this a time for Meta- 
physics ? ’ 

‘Judging from the noises off, it’s time for me to talk to the 
local bobbies. They Vere coming up for ^ explanation 
about now - and surely no other feet cou^ sound so like 
hydraulic hammers? Come back when they’re gone, won’t 
you?’ 

But they were so deep in conversation in Ae garden that 
Richard had to come to his window and shout before they 
realized that he was alone again. Clare exclaimed and 
rushed into the house. Andrew followed at a calma: pace. 
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'Richard ! Get back into bed at once ! How dare you get 
up?’ she cried. 'Andrew’s been telling me all about your 
past.’ 

‘I bet fie hasn’t told you anything about himself^ or 
what’s been happening to him all this time. Oh, well, we 
shall get it out of him in a month or so, I expect. Here he is. 
Well, you’ll be pleased to hear that the locals don’t think 
one of their own men could have done better. Aren’t I 
proud and happy ! ’ 

' Was it the fat pink man again ? Did he have any news ? 
Has Field confessed?’ 

‘No, nor likely to,’ he replied gravely. ‘He’s dying, the 
doctors say, though, as usual, they’re moving heaven and 
earth to keep him alive. It seems he got concussed twice on 
the same spot. He was in a pretty poor state of health al- 
ready, and he’s not all that young. Still, we’ve got all the 
confession we need in the diary.’ 

‘ I suppose he was mad, not bad, wasn’t he ? ’ asked Glare. 

'DifHcult to say. He got like that as a result of the way 
people treated him. A society gets the criminals it deserves.’ 

This gnomic remark brought the conversation to a stand- 
still. Then Richard continued : 

‘Well, anyhow, Scotland Yard won’t have to decide 
whether to buy Syd’s evidence by dropping the charges. By 
the way, the Mysterious Foreign Intruder has shown up. 
He’s a pathetic, innocent little refugee, and frightened out 
of his wits. He was looking for somebody wh’o had digs in 
Merton Street. And he noticed Syd hitiing behind a buttress. 
Described him quite accurately. I suppose Syd Was watching 
the house to make quite sure Gladys didn’t go home too 
early. Anyway, he must have seen Field take the baby. 
That’s how he could write the letter. But of course he didn’t 
know where ^ield had taken her to.’ 

'Oh!’ said Glare indignantly. 'How dishonest of him!’ 

She could not understand why Richard and Andrew both 
roared with laughter. So loud was their mirth, and so deep 
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hnr bewilderment, that no one heard the tap on the door. 
Sergeant Plunyner seemed to be in their midst by magic, 
beaming all over his large face. 

*Well, sir,* he said shyly. ‘You do look better, and no 
mistake. I hope it’s all right me coming in ? ’ 

‘No one Iisvanted to see more,’ said Richard, ‘though I 
doubt if you ought to be walking about yet. Sit down. How 
are you?’ 

‘Oo, I’m all right!’ said Plummer, easing himself into a 
small fireside chair. ‘ It was nothing, reely. It’s scabbing over 
a treat, and there’s no matter to speak of, only round ,the 
edges. It just shows, don’t it? People always say monkey- 
bites are poisonous, but don’t you believe it. It just depends 
how they’re kept. It’s their teeth, see. And how are you, sir ? ’ 

‘ I’m^fine,’ said Richard. ‘ In fact, I’m going to get up in a 
minute. Have you heard the news?’ 

‘Yes, I have, sir. I met them on my way and they stopped 
the car and told me and then gave me a lift up. And she's all 
right, sir. I went to inquire. I knew you’d want to know.’ He 
looked up for a pat on the head. ‘She’s a bit mopy, sir, and 
off her food. But they think they’ll pull her round.’ 

‘But they said she was '’ll right yesterday,’ said Glare. ‘At 
least Mrs Luke did, and I m sure she ought to know. She’s a 
trained nurse.’ 

‘Not about monks, she don’t,’ said Plummer stolidly. 
‘Why, she didn’t get a look at her.’ 

Glare was all at sea, and looked at Richard for enlighten- 
ment. 

‘Darling, it isn’t the baby he’s talking about! It’s Em- 
meline! You know. Pong. F^g. Female.’ 

‘That’s right, miss,’ said Plummer encouragingly. ‘Shfe’s 
doing fine. The keeper was up all night with her, and I saw 
him this morning. He’s ever such a nice chap. He’s going to 
let me into the cage with him later on, to make it up, like.’ 

They gazed at him in stupefied incredulity. But he con- 
tinued without self-consciousness : 

243 



THE MISSING LINK 


'Oo, and I'll tell you another thing, sir. I met That 
Gladys. And she says Mrs Luke’s going to l^eep That Edna 
on to work for her.’ 

‘Oh, goddV said Richard delightedly. ‘Now that really is 
something positive. I m frightfully glad.’ 

There w.as another knock at the door. 

‘Come in ! * said Richard. 

The door was opened cautiously and the leonine and 
hoary head of Costard appeared, followed (an anti-climax) 
by the rest of him. He bore a dusty bottle and moved with 
extreme care, like a father with a new-born child. 

‘Good morning, my dear fellow! I am sorry to hear of 
your accident. 1 hope,’ he added to the company at large, 
without embarrassment, ‘I hope I don’t intrude?’ He 
looked round genially for a chair, 'riierc were only three in 
the room, and all were thrust towards him instantly. 

‘Mr Costard,’ said Richard delighted. ‘How extremely 
kind of you to come ! May 1 introduce Miss Clare Liddicote, 
my future wife, Mr Andrew Thorne, Sergeant Plummer.’ 

‘Won't you .sit down, sir?’ said Andrew, with cheerful 
deference. ‘ Tve got to go and get myself. some where to sleep 
to-night, if Dicky’s getting up. I’ve been using his room at 
the Mitre.’ 

‘Thank you,’ .said Costard, subsiding massively. ‘It would 
indeed be a relief. My legs are not what they were. I have 
ventured to bring you .some port,’ he continued, addressing 
Richard, ‘and 1 did not like to risk the vibration of mechan- 
ical transport.’ 

‘ My dear sir ! ’ exclaimed Richard, touched to the heart. 
‘You haven’t walked with it all the way here?* 

"‘This vintage,’ said Costard, with a twinkle, 'quorum sacra 
fero ingenii percussus amove, will tolerate .some variation of tem- 
perature, but, tike its devotees, it does not lake kindly to the 
Machine Age, It should be drinkable by this evening, dear 
man.’ 

Clare smiled at Costard bcwitchingly. 
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'Now he'll km to stay in bed,’ she said. ‘Richard, you 
can’t leave this place till to-morrow with such a reason to 
stay. I’m sure it won’t stand another move. We’re all very 
grateful, Mr Costard. He^s such a naughty invalid.’ 

Costard, who was not impervious to female charm despite 
his bachelor habits, treated her to one of his famous smiles. 

'Delightful to find one of the sterner sex putting first 
things first!’ 

'But 1 don’t really know anything about wine.’ 

'That is immaterial. You have learnt, dear lady, to be 
happy in your own way. You have also learnt to let others 
be happy in theirs. No wise man can learn more; my late 
colleague Field had learnt neither.’ 
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